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PREFATORY MEMOIR. 

Langbaine, in giving ton account of Sir Aston Cokiiin, 
sajrs that he was " a gentleman wlio, in the reign of 
King Charles the Second, lived at his seat at Ash- 
bourne, a market-town in Derl)yshire, situate between 
the river Dove and Compton. He was of an ancient 
family, as Mr. Cambden observes in the entnuice 
of his description of Derbyshire ; nay, further, Sir 
John Cokain of Rushton, our author's kinsman, and 
cousin-german to the Lord O'Brien Cokain, Viscount 
CuUen, in Ireland, had an ancient evidence to prove 

that Sir Cokain, their predecessor, was anciently 

aUied to King William the Conqueror, and in those 
days lived at Hemminghtim Castle, in Essex.* But 
whether our author fetcht his pedigiee from so 
ancient a stock or no, certain it is that he was well 
descended, and had a liberal education bestowed on 
him, being in his youth bred in Trinity College, 
Cambridge, and when he was about four-and-twcnty 
years of age he was sent to make a journey through 
France and Italy, which he completed in a twelve- 
month's space, anno 1632, an account of which he 
has writ to his son.t He was very much addicted to 
books and the study of poetry, spending much of his 
time in the Muses* company. Amongst his other 
poetical productions he has written three plays and a 
masque, which are in print." 

Whether the family of Cokain, as Sir Aston seems 
to have believed, was directly descended from Wil- 
liam the Conqueror, may be a matter of doubt, but 
in Lodges Peerage, by Archdall, — Lond. 1789, 8vo, 



♦ See Ookain's Kpigrama, 1. 2, Kp. vii. 
t See his Poems, p. 93. 
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vol. iv., yirt. ** Cockaiiie, Viscount Culleii," — it is 
stated that ** the family of Cokyn, Cokeyn, Cockaiiie, 
for many agos Mas seated at A.*?li]»ourn(% in the 
county of Derby; wliereof wan Jolm Cockoyn, the 
father of Andreas, whose son William, hy Sarah, his 
wife, liad a son of his own name, who, taking to 
wife Ahce, dau-diter of lluuh de Dalhuiv, h'ft two 
sons, — Koger, living in l'2^\j and John, living in 1270, 
who mairied Matildis (Maud), daughter of Kohert 
Oldcrnev, and had a son Andrew, who died without 
issue in 1284 (12 Edward I.), and a daugliter Mar- 
-er>'." 

More than one of the Cokains received the honour 
of knighthood from those Kinirs under whose banners 
they ser>'ed, but it is doubted whether there was ever 
a baronet in their family. The claim of our poet to 
his title has therefore been disputed. 

The great-grandfather of Sir Aston Cokain was Sir 
Thomas, who succeeded in l.")44, and accompanie<l 
Eilward, Earl of Ilertfoid, in liis expedition to Scot- 
land hy sea, with a large fleet and well provided 
army, and was knighted by the Earl at the taking 
of L(;ith and Edinburgh. After the plundering and 
burning of these places, lie attended him by land 
into England. lie was the author of a treatise, 
printed in 4to, and embellished with woodcuts (pp. 
32), now of extreme rarity. It is titled : — 

** A Short Trratisc of ITuiitiii^ : ('o?nitylt'<l for tiir fldii^'lit of 
noblciiu'ii aiul «,^<'jillfin('ii, l»y Sir 'riiomas ( '.xkiiiix', Kuii^lit. 
lmpiint<'d at London l»y Tli(»ii!a>< ()r\vin, for Tliomas ^V^M)(1- 
rockc, dwelling in runlii's (liuiclivard, at the sii^MU' of the l>la«k 
Heare. 15l»l." 4t'». 

The dedication is thus adilressed : 

"To the Kight TIonoiir:i))le and niy singular gootl hud the 
FiUrle of Shrew.shurie, Sir Tlionias C'ockaine, knight, wisheth 
ini'n-ase of all hononralih* v»'iln»>*. 

** Having (liiglit Unnnurahh-), at tlie inntanee of divei-s niv 
especial! good friends, jmimk'*! tlii.i short panu>hl«'t of njy owne 
exiK^rienee in Inuiting, and eiitring into consideration how 
gii'atly I am iMnuiden to tlie inthihtie of this land, reason ehal- 
lengctl a speeiall atlection in ne to prefcrre the patronage 
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thereof to your honorable lordship before any other, as well in 
respect I had the original of my said experience under your 
most noble grandfather (whose servant I was in my younger 
years, and brought up in his house) ; as also in regard that I 
have received many extraordinary favors, both from your said 
roost noble grandfather, from my honourable good lord your 
father, and lastly and most cspcciidly from yourself (ray good 
lord), who, knowing me a professed hunter, and not a 
schoUer, I make no doubt but your lordshippe wil affoord my 
plainnes herein your favourable liking. And so (my good 
lord) wishing you as honorable successo in all your vertuous 
actions as your lordshippe can desire or imagine, I humblie 
take my leave of your good lortlship. 

** From my house neere Ashbourne, this last of December 
1590. 

** Your honourable lordship's many waies so bounden, 

** Thomas Cockain." 

In his address "to the gentlemen readers," Sir 
Thomas incidentally mentions " my owne long experi- 
ence in hunting for these fiftie-two yeares now last 
past" 

Edward Cokain, bom in 1554, was sheriff of the 
county of Derby. 42 Elizabeth ; married Jane, daughter 
of Nicholas Ashby, Esq. ; died in 1606, and left 
Thomas his heir ; who, by Anne, daughter of Sir John 
Stanhope of Elvaston (ancestor to Charles, Earl of 
Harrington) was father of Sir Aston Cokain, born 
28th December 1 608. 

Sir Aston married Anne, daughter of Sir Gilbert 
Kniveton of Mircaston, in Derbyshire, Baronet, and, 
as Lodge goes on to say, " being a Romanist, suffered 
much for his religion and the king's cause in the civil 
wars, and then pretended to be a baronet, created 
after the king had by violence been compelled to leave 
the Parliament, about 10th January 1641 ; yet not so 
deemed by the officers of arms, because no patent was 
either enrolled or mentioned in the docquet books 
belonging to the clerk of the Crown in Chancery to 
justify it. He was esteemed by many an ingenious 
gentleman, a good poet, and a great lover of learning ; 
yet by others a perfect boon fellow, by which means 
he wasted all his estate, having sold his lordship of 
Pooley to Hurafrey Jennings, Esq., reserving an 
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annuity for life, sovoral years before his death, which 
happened at Dcrljy in Fehniary KuS:?, and tlie 13th of 
that month he was Imried in tlie chancel of l*olesworth 
cluirch." 

Sir Aston lias evidently ]>een anxious to sliow how 
extensively he was connected with the nobiHty and 
gentry of his time, for in the collected edition of his 
lK)etical works, titled "A chain of ii:olden poems, 
embellished with wit, mirth, and eloquence," appear 
verses addressed to the following : — 

" To the Ki«;lit HoiiouraMc Pliili]., Karl (.f Chesterlk-ld, Baron 
of Shelford, etc., luy uncle." Two cpii^raiiis. 

Of six "Funeral Elegies," the second, fourth, and fifth 
arc in honour of deceased female relatives, thus : — 

*M)n my dear sister, Mrs. Isabella Ct»kaiiie, who died at Ash- 
bourne about the Ibtli Year of licr ai^c, ami lyes there buried. 

*' On the deatli of luy dear cuusiu-^^'rijiiaiie, ^Irs. Olive 
Cottoji, who d(;eeas»^-d at Hcii.sfi.nl iIk- ;i,sth year ol' her age, 
ami lyes buried at I>< iitly, by AshlM.ninc, ete. 

*'A Tuueral el(«,'i«' on iny dear tou.^in, .Mistress Elizabeth 
Kep}iin<^ton, who deceased at AiiniiiiiLjioii al>out the ISth year 
of her age, and lyes buried at Tauiwoilb." 

Next come poetical ** Letters to divers Persons," 
as follows : — 

**1. To the IJight lb)UOuiable John, bold Mohun, l>aron «>f 
Okehami>ton, my uiiclc-indaw. 

** 2. lo my IVirnd and kinsman Mr. George Gillbrd, who 
called his mistress 'the green bird of Fiance.' 

**7. To my cousin, Mi-. Charles Cotton. 

*'8. To my .'ion, Mr. Thomas Cokaine."' 

Among ** Encomiast ick" verses on several books is 
one : 

**To my most honoured cousin, Mr. Charles Cotton the 
younger, upon his ex»'cllent pt>eni. " 

Commendatory verses by Thomas TJauiToft preface 
these ])oems. They arc addressed " To liis noble 
friend Sir Aston C<»kain, on his poeti(\il composures." 
In Cokain's poeti<'al "Letters to divers Persons," he 
has one " To my very good frieml Mr. Thomas Pan- 
croft, on his works ;" an<l another, among his " Encomi- 
astick Verses," *^ To my learned friend ]\Ir. Thomas 
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Bancroft, upon his Book of Sabjrs;" and a third, " To 
my learned friend Mr. Thomas Bancroft, on his 
poem entituled the Ilcrokl: Ijyvcr" 

Above all, he appears to have been more than 
usually delighted at his near relationship to Viscount 
Cull en, which arose in this way : 

William, younger son of Sir John Cockaine and 
Isabel Shirley, progenitor to the Lord Viscount Cul- 
len. He was the father of Thomas Cockaine, Esq., 
the father of Roger of Baddesley, in the county of 
Warwick, the father of William Cockaine of London, 
citizen and skinner, and also merchant-adventurer in 
the Muscovy, Spanish, Portugal, and Eastland Com- 
panies, of which last he was governor. He married 
twice, but by the first "vvife, Elizabeth, daughter of 
Roger Medcalfe of Wensgale, had only issue, and 
deceasing in 1599, was buried in the church of St. 
Fcter-le-Poor, London, under a handsome monument, 
at the east end of the chancel, with this memorial : — 

** Here lieth the boily of the worshii»ful Mr. WiJliam Cockaine 
the elder, citizen and skinner of London, who d( nai-ted this 
life the 18th day of Novemlier 1509. Also here lieth the body 
of Elizabeth Metcalfe, his first wife, by whom he had 7 sons 
and 4 daughters ; all which daughters de])arted this life bef<»re 
any of them accomplished the age of ten years. The 7 sons 
livetl, and the youngest of them (at his death) was fully 28 
years of age. Which said Elizaljt^tli departed this life the 5th 
<lay of April 1589. Here also lieth the body of Catherine 
Wonton, his second wife, who died the 19th of SejUember 1596, 
by whom he had no issue." 

The house of Sir William Cockaine was in Broad 
Street, and was burnt down not long after he had 
given an entertainment to King James : — 

"Wednesday, the 12th of November 1623, the house of Sir 
William Cockayn, Knight, alderman of London, in Broad- 
streete, in the evening one of his warehouses began to take fire, 
by negligence, as was suspected, of laying uj) wett flaxe in the 
place, which fired itselfe, and ceased not till two of the clock the 
next morning ; in which space it burnt his whole house and 
three of his neigh]>ours' houses, to the great damage and danger 
of many neere inhabit^mts, and to the great fright and terrour 
of the whole citie, chiefely the east i»art of the citie. Sir Hugh 
Middleton, Knight Baronet, upon the first knowledge thereof, 
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caused all the sluices of the valcr-eesterue in the field to be 
left open, whereby there was i)leiity of water to quench the fire. 
This water (of the New Kiver) hath done ninny like benefits in 
sundry like former ilistres.ses." — IIoire\s ('hronicle. 

Sir William Cockaine, who succeeded his ftxther, 
was also a citizen and skinner of London, and in 1G09 
sheriff of tliat city ; elected soon after an alderman. 
And in 1G12, King James having the plantation of 
Ulster much at heart, granted a considerable tract of 
land in that province to the city of London, who sent 
over about 30U artificers to begin and forward the 
plantation thereof, and appointed Mr. Cockaine their 
first director and governor, who had lands assigned 
him there, and under whose directions the city of 
Londonderry was established. On 8th June 1G16 
the King honoured him with his presence at dinner 
at his house in London, when he was pleased to make 
him a knight ; with whom lu; was in such esteem, 
that he was often heard by him in Parliament and at 
the Council table, and consulted with him on more 
private affairs ; and so well satisfied was the King 
with his comprehension of business, his manner of 
expressing his intentions, digesting and uttering his 
purposes, that he used to say of him he never heard 
any man of his breedhig handle business more ration- 
ally, more pertinently, more elegantly, more persua- 
sively. Li 1G19 he served the office of Lord Mayor 
of London, and that year purchased the manor of 
Elmsthorpe, in the county of Leicester, from Sir John 
Harrington; but in 1G2G, after two days' sickness, he 
departed this life, and in a most exemphiiy manner, 
and >vas buried 1 2th December in the cathedral church 
of St. Paul, when a senuon was preached by Dr. John 
Donne, dean of that church, in wliich his character 
may be seen at large ; and in the south aisle a monu- 
ment wa.s set up in memory of so good a magistrate and 
worthy a citizen, with the following inscription : — 

♦'M.S. 

" Gulielnius Cockainus, lv[ues Auratus, Civis, et Senator Lon- 
dincnsis, septemque ahhiuc Annis Urbis pi*»efectus Antiqua 
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Cockainorum Derbiensium Farailia oriiuidus. Qui Bono publico 
vixit, et Daiiuio publico decessit, et Gaudio Publico Kegem 
Jacobum, ad Decort*m liiyus Domus Dei, scDcscentis jam et 
comigata?, rtstituendum, soleuiiiter hue vcuientem consulatu 
sue, magnifice excepit, id circo in Templo Publico, a<l iEtemam 
Kei Memoriam. 

Hie situs est. 

At Tero et Famae celebritas, qua* viget in ore Ilominum, et 
Gloria Beatitudinis, quam mignuido adeptus est, et Splendor 
Sobolis, quam nunxerosam genuit atque nobilem reliquit, junc- 
tim efficiunt omnia, ne dicatur. 

Hie situs est. 

Una cum illo, tot homines mortui, quot in illo dcfuncta? sunt 
virtutes ; simulque et Acies Ingenii et popularis Eioquii suada, 
et momin gravitas, et Probitas \iUi\ et Candor mentis, et 
Animi Constantia, et prudentia singularis, et veri Senatoris 
Insignia. 

Hie scpulta sunt. 

Jam tuum est, Lector, Felicitatis ad eulmen anhelaro per 
ista vestigia Laudis et venerandi Iniitiitionc Exempli, curare, ne 
unquam virtutis sic semina intercant, ut dicatur, 

Hie sepulta sunt. 
Obiit 20 Octol). An. Dom. 1626, 
Etil':tatissuiE66." 

His wife was Mary, daughter of KicliarJ Aforris of 
London, Esq., by whom he had two sons, — Charles 
(created Viscount CuUen), William, — and six daugh- 
ters. 

The family continued to flourish as Irish Peers for 
considerably more than a century after the date of 
their creation as Viscounts Cullen, but became extinct 
in the year 1806, in the person of the half-brotlier of 
Charles, whose death is thus recorded in the maga- 
zines of the day : — 

** 7th June 1806. — At his seat at Rushton Hall, co. Northamp- 
ton, in his 92d year, the Right Honourable CImrles Cockayne, 
fifth Viscount Cullen of Ireland. He was l)om St pt. 21, 1710, 
and attained the above advanced period of life in the enjoyment 
of an uninterrupte<l state of good health, of excellent abilities, 
and of a very cheerful turn of mind, to which he united the 
inestimable virtues of true benevok'nce and unbounded gene- 
rosity. His lordship was of ancient lineage, and j»atemally 
descended from Andreas Cockayne, lord of Ashbourne, in 
Derbyshire, in the reign of King Henry ii., whose descendants 
frequently represented that county in Parliament. "With others 
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of liis luatniial ainpstors may bi' naiiu'd tlio 0'15riens, Earls of 
Tlionioiid, and tlic Lords Willoiif,dil)y of Parliam. Of the older 
liraiK'h of the foninr his lordship wiis the represontative ; and 
hy the latter lif derived his dc.s«'ent from the iUustrious houses 
of York, Laneastrr, Arundel, and Knlland. He married, first, 
May 4, 17;J*2, his first eousin, Anne, <hiu,L,diter of Horljuse Warren, 
Ks.j. of Stapltford Hall, eo. Nottin<;ham, by whom he had three 
sons and six dau;;liters — only one dau^diter livinj^ ; seeondly, 
Sophia, dan<^ht«'r of John IJaxter, Es(p, by whom he had Wil- 
liam, manied to Barbara, youn;^^'st dau^ditej- of Sergeant Hill, 
and n<»w Vis<ount Cullen. This seeond lady sur\'ived him but 
live weeks, dyini; July 12," at the King's Anns Inn, Oxford, on 
her way from Bristol. 

llis successor enjoyed his honours for a very few 
yeai-s, he havin*^ died in 1810 ; and, as no claim luus 
heen made ])y any of the mah^ descendants of the first 
Viscount, there is every reason to ])elieve that the 
viscounty is extinct, llis death is tluis noticed in 
the Gcnflrnuuis Mdtjazlne for Ati^. 1810 : — 

•*At St. Alban's, where he bad been five -and -forty years 
under the late Dr. Cotton and his sU'Xessor Dr. I'ellet, aged 74, 
the IJight H<»noural>le liorlase Cockayne, Lord Viseount Cullen 
of the kingdom of Ir^laiul. His oidy half-brother, William, 
having died without male issue 8th October last, the title is 
.supposed to be extin<t, as tlnrc are not known to be any male 
d«'.srendants of tin' earli«'r Peers surviving. Jb' was to be buried 
with his aneestoi-s at llushton, in Northamptonshire." 

In the sui)plenient to the Ct nflnnans Magazine^ 
ISOl, there is a letter, signed **Matt. Kugeley," giving 
a ])rief notice of **a pheasant village" in Bedfordsln're 
caHed ''Cockayne Ilatly ;" more i»articularly in reg«ard 
to the ancii-nt church, whidi he describes as **an 
ancient regular structure, with a nave and side aisles, 
})uilt, as is supposed, l)y Sir Jolin Cockayne, as his 
arms are in the l)rackets that supjiort the roof, and in 
many other parts of the church. On the north side 
of the nave is a raised altar-tomb, which covers the 
remains of Sir Jolm Cokayne, Kt., Cliief Baron of 
the Exchefpier in the reign of King Henry IV. On 
the tt)p was his effigies engraved on brass, with his 
arms at each corner, but now entirely gone." 

The writer next notices ** a very handsome monu- 
ment in the south aisle, with the figures of an armed 
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knight and his iady kneeling at an altar, with the 
following inscriptions," which evolve the remarkable 
fact of a connection of the family of Cokain with 
that of the Humes of Wedderbum. 
Over the knight is this : — 

" S. Deo O. M. 

Memori»q. et mortalibns 

ExQTiis C. L. v. D. Patbitii Home, 

£quitis Anrati, cui ex Dobili8siin& 

Famili& Homea de Wedderburne, 

Apud ScoTOS oriondo, Mnsis sanct. 

Andreanis innutrito, Artiumoue ibidem 

M^. dein circa annum Saiutis 

cio.ia.LXXXVii. 

k Rege Magisterio canum lepornm 

rarioram donato, Regemq. eodem munere 

in Anoliam secuto ibique accipitrum 

Regiorum. ' 

Over the lady is this : — 

" Custodiam 

Adepto probeq. fmicto, 

denato denique setatis X'ti 

Ao. cio.iocxxi, sua vero 

XLIX. atq. in colonik coelesti 

nunc recensite, lectissima conjux 

Elizabetha, Filia Johannis Cokayne, 

de Cokayne Hatley, in com. 

Bedf. Armigeri, iu conjugalis fidei 

Corporisq. setemum indivulsi s|>onsioneni 

Amorisque monumentum hoc statuit." 

Under the lady is : — 

**In CI. V. Dominum Patritium 

Home, vulgo Hume, Scotum. 

Quam mal^ convenit tibi natis, 

Quam mal^ nomen ! 

Istud Humum Hominemq. sonat, 

sonat ilia Tenebras. " 

Under the knight : — 

" Vita sed illustris, nee propter 

Humum tibi neque 

nudum Hominem sperarat, erat : 

nunc corpore tandem, 

atq. homine exuto, quantum mutatus 

ab I LLC es ! 

b 
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Corpus Hunio Tenebrisque relinquis, 

ca*tera vivis, 

Jitenmm indutus Lucemq. PoLUM<i. 

Deumq." 

There are other inscriptions throughout the church 
over the remains of several members of the family of 
Cokain, given in detail in Mr. Rugeley's letter, which 
concludes thus : — 

**At the east end of the church stands the old family mansion 
oi the Cockaynes, surrounded with a broad and deep moat, over 
which is a drawbridj^e. Tlie entrance to the house is through 
an ancient jwrch into a large hall (that occupies the whole heigfit 
of the building), with a curious timber root, and a music gallery 
at one end, built in the reign of William Kufus. The ends of the 
house are of a more modern date. The estate continued in the 
family of the Cockaynes till about the year 1740, when it came 
to Savile Cockayne Cust, Esq., who left it to Sir John Oust, 
late Speaker of tlie Housi* of Commons, and is now in possession 
of Miss Lucy Cockayne Cust." 

The works of Sir Aston Cokain are these : — 

1. Mas(jue: ])resented at Bi-rthie, in Derbyshire, 1639, l)efore 
the then Earl of Chesterfield, on a Twelfth Night. 

2. Dianea: an excellent new Romance. Written in Italian 
by Gio. Francis<^o I^)redano, a noble Venetian. In foure books. 
Translated into English by Sir Aston Cokainc. London, printeil 
for Humphrey Museley, at the sign of the IMnce's Anns, in St. 
Paul's Chuivhyard. 1G54. 12mi>. 

This is dedicated *'to the Right Hon. the l^ady Mary 
Cokaine, Vice-Countess Cullen." **My l>est of friends, Colonell 
Stamford, gave me tlie author, and intreated me to teach him 
our language." To this "worthy friend" he has an epigram, p. 
157 of iiis j)oems. 

3. In 1658 ajipeared ** Small Poems of Divers Sorts. Writ* 
ten by Sir Aston Cokain. London, printed by Will. Godbid. " 

To these were appended : 

4. **The Obstinate Lady: a Conuxly. W^ritten by Aston 
Cokain. " 

5. "Trappolin Creduto Principe: or, TrappoUu suppos'd a 
Prince. An Italian Trage-Come<ly. " 

6. In 1662 thes<' were re-issue<l, with the addition of "The 
Tragedy of Ovid, written by Sir Aston Cokain, Baronet," and 
a general title-i)uge thus : '* Poems. With the Obstinate Lady, 
an<l Trapolin a su]ipo.setl Prince. By Sir Aston Cokain, 
Baronet. Whereunto is now added the Tragedy of Ovid, in- 
tended to be actrd shortly. London : Printed for Phil. 
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Stephens, junior, at the King's Arms^ over Middle Temple 
Gate, in Fleet Street, 1662." The Tragedy of Ovid appars to 
have also been issued separately at this time, as well as m 1669. 
''Thersites, and Tyrannical Government, which may well be 
supposed to be none of his, though placed to liim by w instanly 
ana Phillips. You may find it in their alphabet of anonymous 
\i\&ys/'^-dontinuatwn of Longbaine, 1699. 

The biographers of Sir Aston Cokain have univer- 
sally, when noting the printed edition of the Tragedy 
of Ovid, added "with his bust laureated, and four 
lines undemeatL" 

The portrait prefixed to the Tragedy of Ovid is not 
that of Sir Aston, but of Ovid. It is a medallion in 
which is the bust of Ovid, his head encircled witli a 
laurel leaf, with the legend around, **Poetarum ingeni- 
oeissimus. Publius Ovidius Naso, eques Komanus." 
And underneath are these lines : — 

** The sweet- tongu'd Ovid's counterfeit behold, 
Which noblest Romans wore in rings of gold ; 
Or would you that, which his own pencil drew, 
The poet in his deathless poems view." 

There is, however, a portrait of Sir Aston Cockayne, 
without an engraver's name, a laurelled bust, with 
these lines : — 

** Come, reader, draw thy purse, and be a guest 
To our Parnassus ; 'tis the Muses' feast. 
The entertainment needs must be divine ; 
Apollo's th' host, where Cockain's head's the sign." 

The merits of his several dramatic pieces which 
form this volume have been individually discussed iu 
their relative prefaces, and it will be some satisfaction 
to the editors to learn that their readers' opinion 
coincides in some measure with tlieir own. 

James M.\idment. 

W. H. Logan. 

Edinbvkgh, 20(h January 1874. 



A MASQUE, 



PKESKNTED AT HUETHIE, IN DERBYSHIRE, 
ON TWELFTH NKUIT. 10:39. 



J\oin A Che hi of /'oviuts, u:ritt':n by Sir Anton VockiAijvc. 
Lroi'ioii, jn'uittd by W. d'., and ore to be tiold by Inaac Prid- 
iiKnc at t/ic Hiflden Ftdvon^ mar flat y<ir K.fclian^ja. IBfi.H. 
1 '_'///". 



TfiK following Mtmque was presented at Brethie, in Derbyshire, 
on Twelfth Night, 1639, before the Right Honourable Philip, 
the iirst Earl of Ohesterfield — uncle of the author— and his 
Countess, **two of their sous acting in it. Tlie diversion 
terminated with a ball." Langbaiue observes: **This Enter- 
tainment has been omitted in all former catalogues, as, I 
suppose, through an oversight, it being but short, and printed 
in the body of the author's poems amongst others of a ditfcrent 
nature. " 

Philip, first Earl of ChesUMtield, was son of Sir John Stan- 
hope, who, in the 38th of Elizabeth, was constitutinl Treasurer 
of the Chamber, and, in 24th of the same reign, was made Con- 
^ta])le of the Castle of Colchester, both of which appointments 
were for life. Philip, in the 14th of James i., — i.e. in 1616, — 
was advanced to the dignity of Baron of the realm, by the title 
of I^rd Stanhoi)e of Shelford ; and in the 4th of Car. i. credited 
Earl of Chest4ii1ield, in Com. D*rh. He was twice married — 
first to Catharine, daughter of Francis, Lord Hastings, son and 
heir to George, Earl of Huntingdon, by whom he had eleven 
sons ; of which John, Charles, Edward, William, Thomas, 
Michael, and George died young ; Philip wa.s slain in de- 
fence of Shelford House, his fatiier's residence, in the time 
of the Civil War ; and Feixlinand ha<l also lost his life in the 
King's cause some two years ])reviously. Henry thus became 
heir-apparent to the earldom, but, dying during his father's life- 
time, Arthur only survived, and two daughters, — Sarah, mar- 
ried to Sir Richard Houghton, Bait., and Elizabeth, to Edward 
Dartiy, Esq. of Newhall, in Ctna. Dcrh. By his second wife, 
Anne, daughter of Sir John Paikingt4>n of Westwood, in Com. 
W'yjorn.y knight, and widow of Sir Humphrey Ferrers of Tam- 
worth Castle, Cum. Wnr.^ he had only one son, Alexander, 
who l)ecame Ambassador to the Court of S]>ain, and afterwards 
Envoy Extraordinary and Pleni|K>tentiary to the States of Hol- 
land, This is the account given in tlie Pefrafff of Kntjltnul^ 
2d edition, 1710, 8vo, supposed to be written by Collins ; but in 
the case lately presented to the House ol Lords by (Jeorge Philip 
Stanhoj)e, who successfully claime«l tlie earldom, it is stated that 
there wei-e two sons the issue of this marriage,— Ah-xander and 
George, — the two young gentlemen, it is to K' presumed, who 
|»erformed in the AfoMqae. The carl died 12th Stpt. 1656, and 
wjis succeeded by his gi-andson Philip, only son of Henry, heir- 
ap))ai-eiit. 

Jn Sir Aston's Poems these lines, dcdiialcd to the memory 
of (me of his cousins just mentioned, oct ur: — 
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An Epikiph o/('oionef FtrdUmnd Sfanhopfy ma to the Earl oj 
Cfit^terjielclf who inift slain alnjut iShelfurdy and litu tht-rr 
buried. 

'* Here underueatli this nioniimcntal 8t<>ne 
Lie Honour, Youth, and Beauty, all in one : 
For Fertlinando Stanhope here doth rest. 
Of all those Three the moat iinequal'd Test. 
He was too handsome and too stout to be 
Met face to face by any enemy ; 
Therefore his foe, full for his death inclin'd, 
Stole basely near, and shot him through behind." 



THE PROLOGUE. 

To he ffpohn hy whom tJw, Masquers shall njypolnl. 

To you, great lord, and you, most excellent lady. 
And all this well met, welcome company. 
Thus low I bow, and thank, that you will grace 
Our nide solemnities with sucli a ])resence. 



A MASQUE. 



The, Lar Familiaris of the Iwnse being proiid of so much 
and great company, ami glad of their free and noble 
entertainment, appears, to congratulate the hospitality 
of the Lord and Lady, and speaks th^se line.<i ;- - 

Better than I could wish ! Superlative 

To all relations, not examples now ! 

I've known the household gods of Rome and Greece, 

And all the good Penates of fam'd Troy, — 

Heanl what they could triumph in, of their fates ; 

Tell joWal stories of the frolic Greeks, 

And the great banquets of fam'd Ilium ; 

Have been inform'd of Egypt's glorious feasts 

To entertain the courtly Antony : 

Yet was there or necessity, or pride, 

Or empty prodigality in all. 

Here is a course steer'd even and voluntary ; 

And I rejoice as much as Ganymede, 

(31ympus' nectar and ambrosia keeper. 

Here I grow fat, with plenty of all sorts 

That either seas, or land, or air can yield : 

And here I live as well admir'd, as envied 

By all the Lares of all other places : 

For there's a constancy in my deliglits, 

A ble^t Elysium, where I do not want 

The tithe of any wish I ever thought. 

The proudest Lares of the greatest princes 

May boast of state, and languish in a noise, 

AMiilst here I live secure, and do enjoy 

As much of everything but fears and dangers. 

And may it last while fate attends on time. 

Until the supreme deities of heaven 
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Think you too worthy to aiUnii the eartli, 
And mean to fix you glorious stars in heaven I 
And while there's air hut to receive a sound, 
May your names husy it to speak your praise ! 
Continue ever matehless, a,s you are 
A pair without comjuire, and hut a pair. 

A Satyr, invited hj tJie hmJneufi of tJie w?/,svV and ihf 
jHTpettial concourse of pi'f>p^^\ to inform hiniself to 
v'hat end nil tended, comes hohUy in, and meets with 
the Lar Familiaris. 

Jjir. What means this ]>old intnision ] 

*S(//. Friend, forl)ear! 

Though I was lx)rn i' th' woods, and rudely bred 
Among the savag<'s, I have a mind 
Asj>ires the knowledge of great princes' courts. 
And to what end aims all this jollity 
In yours as well as others' palaces ? 

Ijir. Dost thou approach to censure our delights, 
And nip them in the hud ] Satyr, take heed ! 
We'll hunt you hence through all the w-oods and law^ns, 
And over all the hrooks thine eves have seen. 

Sot. You threaten more, perhaps, than you can do. 
What art ? 

Ijir. I am this palace deity. 

Sat. I wish thou wert a servant unto Pan, 
Or any god that doth frecjuent the fields. 

Iait. So would I not ; I'm Wtter as I am. 

Sat. Thy ignorance hewitches thee to this : 
Thou liv'st among all fears, all noise, all cares, 
While I walk merry under lieaven's bright eye. 
We in the fields are free fnmi any sin 
A<^ainst th' almighty deities of heaven : 
\\ e know no law^ but nature's, do not tremble 
At ])rinces' frowns, have neither fear nor hope, 
And are content, — a state the gods exceed not. 
You languish in a perpetuity 
Of thoughts, as unconfin'd ai? are your ends ; 
You truly lavish all your faculties 
In getting covetous wealth, which we contemn. 
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Your sleeps are starting, full of dreams and fears, 

And ours as quiet as the barques in calms. 

The youthful spring makes us our beds of flowers, 

And heaven-bright summer washeth us in springs 

As clear as any of your mistress' eyes. 

The plenteous autumn doth enrich our banquets 

With earth's most curious fruits, and they unhought. 

The healthful winter doth not pain our bones. 

For we are arm'd for cold and heat in nature. 

We have no unkind loves in meads or fields 

That scorn our tears, or slight our amorous sighs ; 

Nor are we frantic with fond jealousy, 

The greatest curse Jove could inflict on's Queen 

For all her curious search into his life. 

We in the woods esteem that beast the stateliest 

That hath his head the richliest spread with horns. 

The Golden Age remains with us, so fam'd 

By your Athenian and Roman poets. 

Thus we enjoy what all you strive to get 

With all the boundless riches of your wit. 

Lar. Satyr ! when I but say th' art ignorant, 
Thy flourishing byast is answered at the full. 

Sat, But I desire a larger way. 

Lar. And take it ! 

Canst thou compare the rags of nakedness 
Before the studied dressings of these times. 
And canst thou, like a cold and stony cave 
Before the perfum'd beds of palaces, 
Admire the melancholy falls of waters, 
Or whistling music of th' inconstant winds ; 
The chirping discords of the wanton birds 
Above the angel- voices of our ladies, 
And th' exquisite variety of music 
Order'd to thousand several instruments ; 
Content to cloy thy homely appetite 
With crabs, and sloes, and nuts, and rude-mixM herbs, 
Befcfre the stately banquets of the great ] 
How canst thou like beasts' inarticulate voices 
Above the Heaven-given eloquence of men ] 
Forsake the woods, fond Satyr, and but try 
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The nnthought difference 'twixt them and us ' 
Tlie hills are fit for beasts. Converse with men, 
And thou wilt never like thy cause again. 

*SV//. Thou almost dost persuade me ; but then 1 
Shall leave mine old and honest company. 

Iaji'. Thy new ones shall excee<l them. Here's a 
butler 
Will give thee wine as rich as is thy blood ; 
And here's a cook will clothe thy bones with flesh 
As rich as was young Jason's golden fleece. 

Sat, Well ! I will live with thee. 

Lnr. And welcome, Satyr ! 

Sat, Spite of the fates, and Grccia's best protector, 
I'll he Achilles, and o'ercome by Hector.*" 

Lav. A resolution worthy thy Sylvanus ! 

Sat. But for mv last farewell unto the woods. 
I'll show you a wild dance of nimble Satyrs ; 
For we do dance as much as they that live 
In ])rinces' courts and tissue palaces. 

First Soiuj. 

Vou Satyrs that in woods 
Have frozen up your bloods, 
Advance yourselves, and show 
What great Pan's men can do ! 
App(\ar I 

Here you had need beware, 
And move as swift as air ; 
These are not sylvan swains, 
But courtly lords and dames 
Sit here. 

* Tlie cook's name. 
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The Anti-Masqve. 

Satyiis ntdtJij hut decently attired, stuck with flmverny 
and hay-chaplets on their hmds, come in, and dan^ 
as many several antics, and in as many several shapes, 
as shall he necessary. Being ready to depart, two 
excellent youths, in rich apparel, come striving in 
togetJier, to whom the Lar speaks. 

Lar. What do you mean, sweet boys, to interrupt 
Our sports] I pray you leave your >vrestling thus, 
And do not strike your skins, too soft for blows. 

1 Boy. He would outrun me, and be kissed before 
me. 

2 Boy. And lie leave me amonp: these dreadful 
Satyrs. 

Jjar. Whence come you ? 

1 Boy. We l>oth were left i' th* woods, and tempte<l 

Such things as these to live abroad with them. 
Lar. What would you have ] 

1 Boy. I would go to my father. 

2 Boy. And I unto my mother. 
Lar. Who is your fatlier ? 

1 Boy. The ever-honour'd Earl of Chesterfield, 
Worthy of all his titles by his virtues, 

And full of noble thoughts, — a great maintainer 
Of our great-grandfather's ^^rtue — hospitality ; 
The feeder of the poor ; whose gate 's so open 
It doth not need the office of a porter ; 
Whose house is now Delphian Apollo's seat, 
For he's the patron of all arts and wit I 
Lar. And who is your mother, pretty one I 

2 Boy. She is the Countess to tliat noble Lord, — 
A lady worthy more than earth can give her ; 
Rich in those virtues make her sex admired : 

A fair exceeder of the best examples 

That Greek or Roman stories ere produc'd ; 

Ooddefis of Tame, of Anchor, and of Trent. 
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She's such an one as hath none ecjiial to her. 
And therefore you may very easily know her. 

htr. 1 know them both, and honour'd in my know 
ledge. 
Sweet youth, yond' is your father ; kiss his hantl ! 
And that, fair little one, th* unequall'd Lady 
You asked for. Go, and Ix^g a kiss of her ! 

Here the L/nd of the hou^p (jivt's his hind to his soHy and 
the Cmaitcss kis.>es her s<ni. Then the Satyr sf)fah 
to his eowpanions. 

Sat. Fellows, since vou have done, farewell ! I'll 
leave you 
And all the rural pastimes of the woods ; 
I like this noble company so well, 
That I hereafter here intend to dwell. 

The Anti-Masqi;er.s depart ; then thr Lar Familiaris 

sjfcdh to the Satyr. 

Ijfr. Now, Satyr, I will let thee see how fur 
The palace-pleasures do exceed the woods. 

The Lar Imds the Satyr to a curious hearer, all decJSd 
ti'ith the ttest and finest ftof/rrs of thf. season y and 
ojtens a wide entry into it, vhere^ sittinej vpon 
pleasant hav.ks, fall of the sweetest h^rl'S and deli 
eat est Jtoivers, he discovers the Masquers, then 
pre^entlii invites them forth with this stuNj:-- 

Serond Siotrf. 

I. 

It is unfit we should bi* dumb, 

When beauties like to those of heaven, 
To grace our mirths, are hither come. 
And help to make our measures even. 
Then let us dance, and let us sing. 
Till hills and dales with echo<\s rinc. 
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II. 

Now it is fit our souls should know 

No thought but what is full of plea^sure ; 
That we our sorrows should out-go, 

And tread them down in every measure. 
Then let us dance, and let us sing, 
Till hills and dales with echoes ring. 

111. 

'Tis mirth that raiseth up tlie miud» 

And keeps diseases from the heart ; 
Sj)orts harmless never were inclin'd 
To cherish vice, but to divert. 

Then let us dance, and let us sing. 
Till hills and dales with echoes ring. 

Here the Grand Masquers come forth, tlie ladies dress d 
like the ancient goddesses. Tlien tlt£ Lar spenh to 

the Satyr. 

Lar. Satyr, sit ! and observe awhile alone, 
For I do mean to mix with these in dance. 

Here theij dance whut or as many set dances as tJui/ 
please, the MASQUERS bei7ig nan and womrn, or 
only teamen, Jflien they hare danced all they in- 
tended, t1^ Lar, or one of the Masquers, incites thr 
spectatordadies with this sontj to join with fhent :-^ 



Third Sontf. 

I. 

Come, ladie-s, ri.so, and let us know, 
Now you have seen, what you can do. 
Hark ! how the music doth invite 
All you to solemnize this night ; 
Then let the sounds that you do hear 
Order your feet unto your cai*. 
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() ri.se I rise talto<^ether. 

And let us meet ; 
Music's divine, and well may join 

Our motions rude unto a sweet. 



II. 

The figures of the magic ait 

We'll equal in a better part : 

Judicial astrology 

Cannot cast sucli an one as we ; 

Add but your skill, a,s we desire, 

And we'll keep time to Pluebus' lyre ! 

O rise ! rise altogetlier, 
And let us meet ] 

Music's divine, and well nmy join 
Our motions nide unto a sweet. 

Hiirc all the companti (hutn' nkat tJuij pluise. and while 
they ]>le(L^(\ U'hni tltejf hace^ the Lar, or one of 
the MasqIEKS, ninijs this to th> sjieetator-lndies as 
theji (/() froifi tlwni : — 

Finti'th Sniui. 

Ladifs, enough ! we dare not 

Teiupt you to more than this. 
Now may your servants spare not 

To give each of you a kiss. 
If we were they, vou slundd have them. 

To rec()mj)ense your pain. 
O liappy the}' tliat gave them, 

And may give tht^n again .' 
'Tis late — g(»0(l night ; go sleep, and luay 
Soft slumbers crown a our eves till dav! 

This hein<i sun'/, (he Mas<,»1 EKS, thr LaK FaMILIAUIs. 
and thr Satvk f/o if/ fit the arhanr, irhi(h c/tises on 
the in. 
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A COMEDY. 



Tilt (tttMfiintff Loify : A new Coinnlif m.ixr /ormerlii fnth- 
linked. Thi' ,<Cfiie London. Wr'Uttn by Sir Aston Cockayn. 
LondoHy /'rintid hy \V. (rod hid /or Isaac Pridmorty and are 
t(p he sold at his shop at the sitfu of the Falcon^ beyond the Xeir 
Ejchanije, in the Strand. 1667. 4^/. 

Tht Obstinate Lathi: A (\anedy. Writtm /ty Aston Cokain. 
London t Printed by William (itxlbid. lOoS. 



The first edition of Th^ Obstinate Lady was printed in 4to 
in 1657, but without the knowledge or consent of the author. 
The year following appeared **A Chain of Poems, embellished 
with wit, mirth, and eloquence ; together with two most ex- 
f-ellent comedies, viz. The Obstinate Lady and Trappolin 
sftppo8*d a Prince^ written by Sir Aston Cockayn. London, 
printed by W[illiam] G[odbid], and are to be sold by Isaac 
Pridmore, at the Golden Falcon, near the New Exchange. 
12mo." The author, in his " Apologj' to the Reader," affonls 
this information: "These poor trifles, courteous reader, had 
not now become so troublesome to the world, if it had been in 
my power to have prevented theni ; for at my going once out 
of Ijondon, I left them with a friend of mine, ^\'no dying, they 
were dispersed into divers hands. Mr. William Godbid got my 
ObstinaU Lady^ and though he found it with the last leaf torn 
out, wherein my conclusion to the play with the epilogue were, 
he procured some actjuaintance of his to supply the defect at the 
end, and so printed it. And though that comedy be very much 
of it writ in number, he put it forth as if the most part of it 
were prose. Here you have that defect much amended, and my 
own conclusion and epilogue added. I was fearful my Trap- 
polin and other poems should have run the like misfortune, and 
therefore made a diligent inquiry after them, and when I had 
found them out, could not get them delivered without ]mrting 
with some money, and promising my honest friend, Mr. "W. 
Godbid, — after I had afforded him some small correction, — I 
would bestow them on him, with my consent, for the press ; 
for, indeed, without his assistance I should not have recovered 
them out of a gentleman's hands, whom I will forbear to name." 
Mr. W. Godbid, printer, although his ** honest friend," would 
seem to have secured his own advantage in the transaction. 
However, there is not much to complain about, apart from 
monetary expectations, if such there were on the part of the 
author, inasmuch as that portion of TJie Ohsdnate Lady which 
Mr. Godbid's "acquaintance" had supplied consists often lines 
only. It is a continuation of Falonis' speech, and comes in 
thus, after he has said, ** How you have fix'd me in a fortunate 
and glorious life : " — 

" Madam Koeinda, I thank you. Come, my dear Lucora, let us 
bid our friends good night, with as short a compliment as may be, 
— for Tm in haste, — that so we may congratulate each other's 
happiness in a place more convenient. 
** Ja/j. I'll follow you, I'll warrant you. 
Into the cellar. But stay - O I 
I had almost f nrgnt 
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Thus have you seen, by ]>atieiice great, 
Vou may o'erc(»i»e a laily obstinate." 

( "(ipies of tlie eolU't'teil editions of Sir Aston Cockayne's works 
are very seaici*. and command a hi^li ]>rice in the lM)ok market. 
The rarity of tlie «iuarto edition of The ObsCtnate Lady forms 
the principal ehiijn to its bcin^ rei)rinted licre ; wliile at the 
sunn* time tlie author's oh'ver })lays of Tnfppol'ui and of Ov'kVh 
TrntjefUf^ whieli follow, determined the publication of his entire 
dmmatie works. 

Of the jday itself, ilui Bitti/rophla Dnnntitica says, l»ut uj)on 
what authority is not stateil, **it met with no j^rcat suceess." 
That it was ever ]»crformcd ap}>ears cjuestionable, for although 
not devoid of some merit, the incidents and some of tlie chanw- 
t«Ts of the piece did not present suHieient novelty at the time 
to render it more than usujdly attractive. There is a elose 
resemblance throu*^h«»ut to Massin^cr's Vit'y Woman, and the 
*M';irionil " an<l '*Luc(»ra" of Cockayne ajipear to be the reflex 
of the *' !)on John Antonio" and '*Almira" of Massinger, to 
whom our author in his poems addresses, as his friend, some 
eulo^'istic verses on liis tragi -comedy called Thf Emj^ror of 
thf" EoMf^ and others on his tragi-comedy called The. Maid of 
Jfonour. These are re])rinted among the several eommeudatory 
]»oems prefacing (riflbrd's eclition of Massinger's ]»lays, 4 vols. 
vSvo, ISoo-l.'i. The first of these wiis written at the instigation 
of loord Molnin, Cockaym-'s uncle, to whom the tragi-comedy 
was inscribed, and who was so pleasetl with a perusal of Mas- 
singer's printed works, that he not only commissioned his 
lu'phew to express his siitisfaction, but to present the writer 
**with a token of his love and intemled fav<»ur." Here is an 
evccrpt : 

*' Thou more than poet I our Mercury, that art 
A|>ollo's messenger, and dost impart 
His best expressions to our ears, live b)ng ! 
To luirify the slighted English tongue, 
Tliat both the njTnphs of Tagus and of Po 
ISIay not henceforth deapi.se our language so. 
Nor could they do it if they e'er had seen 
The matchless features of the Fmrie Qucrne — 
Kead Jonson, Shakespeare, Beaumont, Fletcher, or 
Thy neat-lined pieces, skilful Massinger. 
Thou known, all the Castellians must confeM 
De Verja Carpio thy foil, and bless 
His language can translate thee, and the fine 
Italian wits yield to this work of thine." 

Througb Sir Aston Co<'kayue's ]»oems one fact was contri- 
buted to the meagre biographical history of Philip Massinger, — 
that he assisted Fletcher in the composition of several of his 
plays ; and this has been confirmed by Malone, who, when an 
iTHpiirA' was set on fof»t, .succe(»dcd in finding evidence in the 
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arfhives of Dulwieh College. These confirmatory docunienta 
will be found in GifTord's L\fe. of Massinger, prefixed to his 
dramatic works, vol. i. p. 49. 

Attention was first called to this by Sir Aston 's poem 
addressed to Humphrey Mosley and Mr, Humphrey Robinson, 
the publishers of Beaumont and Fletcher's collected works in 
folio, thus : — 

*' In the large book of plays you late did print 
In Beaumont and in Fletcher's name, why in't 
Did you not justice ?— give to each his due? 
For Beaumont of those many writ but few, 
And Massinger in other few ; the main 
Being sole issues of sweet Fletcher's brain. 
But how I came, yon ask, so much to know ? 
Fletcher's chief bosom-friend informed me so. 
I' th* next impression therefore justice do. 
And print their old ones in one volume too ; 
For Beaumont's works and Fletcher's should come forth, 
With all the right belonging to their worth." 

Again, in his letter **To my Cousin Mr. Charles Cotton," 
he says : 

** Had Beaumont liv'd when this edition came 
Forth, and beheld his ever-living name 
Before plays that he never writ, how he 
Had frown'd and blush'd at such impiety ! 
His own renown no such addition needs, 
To have a fame sprung from another's deeds. 
And my good friend, old Philip Massinger, 
With Fletcher wrote in some that we see here." 

The incident of Cleanthe, in the Obstinate. Lady, disguising 
herself and following Phyginois as a page, is borrowed from 
Beaumont and Fletcher's very poetical play of PhilaMer, or 
Love-Uen-a-Blteding. There, Euphrasia, the daughter of Dion, 
assumes the name of Bellario and follows Philaster, to whom 
she is eventually united. Tobin has made use of the same 
device in his excellent comedy called the Honeymoon. 



THE PKOLOGUE. 

Bkave crown of gallants, welcome ! May this place 

Meet expectation ; you afford us grace. 

We joy that such a multitude divine 

Of planets in our little spheres do sliine ; 

And that besides our horizon is stuck 

With lesser lights, we do esteem 't good luck. 

For the great favour, may each several scene 

Affect you more than Hebe's nectar Heaven. 

We can but wish 't ; for if y' are come to-day 

In expectation of a faultless play, 

Writ by leani'd Jonson, or some able pen 

Fam*d and appro v'd of by the world, you then 

We disappoint. Our poet had never yet 

Hisses condemn, or hands commend his wit. 

Troth, gentlemen, we know that now-a-days 

Some come to take up wenches at our plays ; 

It Is not our design* to please their sense, 

We wish they may go discontented hence. 

And many gallants hither come, we think, 

To sleep, and to digest their too much drink : 

We may please them, for we will not molest, 

AVith drums or trumpets, any of their rest. 

If perfiim'd wantons do for eighteenpenco 

Expect an angel, and alone go hence, 

We shall be glad with all our hearts, for we 

Had rather have their room than company ; 

For many an honest gentleman is gone 

Away for want of place, as, look ye, yon ! 

We guess some of you ladies hither come 

To meet your servants, wh* are at dice at home ; 

You'll be deceiv'd, and therefore will dispraise, 

And say, this is the worst of all the pLiys 

You ever saw ; but keep your censures, pray, 

Until you meet them here another day. 

Our poet is not confident, nor doth 

Distrust his work, but labours 'twixt them both. 

He hopes it will be lik'd, and well ; if not, 

'T can be but hiss'd at worst, and soon forgot. 

• *' It is not in our i»owcr." -lut f/. 
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POLIDACRE, All old Lord. 

Philander, Hh Soju 
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called Tucupelo, 

Falori's, . His FrknyL 

LoRECE, . A fantastic Gallant, his Brother. 

Phyginois, (.^(illed Ihacnlvmion. 

Jaques, . An old simple Servimj-nian of Vawhnu. 
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Lucora, . 
Cleantiie, 
Van DON A, . 
Antiphila, 
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A young rich Jfldfur. 

A fine young Lady. 

Lncoras vonutn, VamlouaJs Sister. 
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THE OBSTINATP: LADY: 

A COMEDY. 



Act I.— Scene i. 
Eiiter Cakioml and Falorus. 

/'(//. She has outgone my belief by 't. 
I did not think that project would have failed : 
I cannot speak her ! 

Car, Tlie Alpian snow is not more cold. 

Fal. Her disposition is most strange. 

Car. 'Twere easier far 

To spurn the sultry Cyclops' anvil down, 
And kick it thus int' atoms in the air, 
Than to obtain her love : 
It were, my dear Falonis ! 

Fal. think not so, Cariouil ! 

Car. Have I not cause ? 

Fal. At last, after a constant and a brave pui*suit, 
She may be won. 

Car. Could I but hope so much, 

Did all the stars' malignant influences'" 
Threaten fate opposite to my happiness, 
I would not deem them worthy my observance, 
But persevere till I obUiin'd, or fell.t 

Fal. Conjecture still the l)est. 

Car. 'Tis easier to advise than to perfonn. 
Had you, Falonis, been so oft dismiss'd 

' " Oid all the storms, malignant intlucnccn." 1j</ "'. 
t **Fclt."~/6/f/. 
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Coinfortle«s, scornfully sent away 
By lier own lips — O heavens ! yon could not think 
it! 

FaL I could and would. 

C(ir. Witli ho])e, friend ] 

Fid. Yes ; with an assurance. 

Car, Upon w^liat ground wi)uld you build it ] 

FaL Upon a WH)nian's frequent dissimulation. 
Can you believe, when envious clouds deprive 
Your eyes from the sun's beams,* that it shines not? 
In these times, young ladies for a while 
Do mantle their affections in dislike ! 
Let not an ignorance of virgins' wiles 
Disturb your nol)le breast with weak despair : 
(^irionil, assume a confidence ! 
Were you inferior unto her in blood, 
Or any whit deform'd, after her nays 
You might suspect the i)eriod, but seeing 
'Tis known, as nol)le blood runs through f your 

veins, 
And that nature compos'd you in a mould 
As excellent as she was formed in, and 
With substance of jus beauteous a gloss, 
You need not let <loubts ])uzzle you. 

Knicr ahorc LrcoUA awl Nentis. 

Car. Stay anil admire with me ! Exalt your eyes 
To happiness ! 

Fal. Your mistress and her woman, my Carionil ! 

( 'ar, liUcora I She's a transcendent of epithets ! 

Fal. I see a lute I Let us escape their sight, 
And it is likely we shall hear her sing ! 

Liic. Now give it me I Is it in tune? 

Ncn. Y<*s, madam ! 

Car. Forbear awhile to play upon the spheres, 
Ye servants to the deities ! The gods 
Will l)lame you, if your music keep the air 
Of her all-ravishing harmony from their ears ! 



« X 
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A SONG. 
I. 

Sweet Diana ! virtuous queen ! 

By heaven's edict guide of night, 
That dost affect the meadows green, 
And dost in fresh-leaved woods delight I 
Like to thy nymphs, suffer me 
To consecrate myself to thee. 

II. 

Thou that for lust didst transform 

Rash Actseon to a hart ! 
Kither most strongly maidens charm, 
That men may never them divert 
From purity, or else make 
Them other harts for virgins* sake ! 

Car, How ! — A votVess to Diana 1 
The heavens forbid that injury to earth ! 
Had the deceitful Syrens such a voice, 
And bodies of so rare a fonn, I would 
Xe*er come on shipboard, for fear of ])eing drawn 
To drown myself by swimming after them. 

Nen. I do not like her, madam. 

Lm, Who ever spoke ill of Daphne 1 Fie ! 
Banish such impious censures from you ! 

NetL Troth, madam, I sliould have been glad to a ^ 
been my Lady Apollo ! 

Luc, Oh, relish more of purity, Nentis ! Alas ! 'tis 
a frail comfort can come with a husband 

Netu I think otherwise indeed, madam. 

Lw, Be all such thoughts remote from my ])reast ! 
My resolution shall be never t to marry ! {Ejreuni. 

Car, Now you have heard her thoughts, Falorus. 

Fal, That slie disguises not her love, you mean ] 

Car, True ; and I am most misera])le. 

Fal, My happy friend you will l>e. 

• **Toh'bceiu" U cff. 

t '* Shall never stand to marry." Jhtff. 
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ris an i<^noriiiit, coiiniiou custom among young ones 
to tlo so. 

(ar. But she's a tixe<l star, and cannot move. 

Fal, Fixed in your lieart, 'tis likely ; 
But otlierwise, I doubt, nor do you. 

(\ir. Y'ave stirred a feeble belief within me, friend, 
That the excellent Lucora may be won. 
And I will nourish it unto some heighth. 

Fill. A necessary that none must want which do 
Desire fruition of those whom thev woo ! 

Enter Jaques. 

( ar. O, lionest Jaques ! 

Ja4/. My lady presents her service to your lordship. 

Car. She is in health, I hope? 

J(iq. Very well. And I am glad to see your honour 
.so, though I say it. 

Car. She is not towards another husband vet ? 

Jaq. No, certainly. 

Car. Methinks her fortunes should give her a vari- 
ous choice. You are elsewhere employed, I perceive, 
liemember my best respect.s unto your lady. 

[Exit Jaques. 
Y'ave heard of mv cousin Vandona, Falonis ] 

fal. But verv little. 

Car. She's the most fantastic piece of womankind 1 
<*'er chang'd breath with ; Init a young one, wealthy, 
and truly not unhandsome. 

/'(//. Ijorece (U>es intend to mak(* love to her. 

Car. Your brother, mv Falonis ? 

Fal. Yes ; .so he t<dd me. 

Car. May he obtain her if you wish'd I 

Fal. Her estat(» would make the match a good one. 

Fitter Cleanthe. 

Is this the boy you so commended to me ] 

Car. 'Tis he ; and think you him worthy the jiraise 

1 gave him ] 

Clc He'll cmnc and wait u])on you at night, my 

hnd. 
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( \u\ 'Tis well, Anclethe I 

Fal. You spoke him not unto his merits. 

Car, You are beholden to my friend, Anclethe ! 

Enter a Paoe.'^ 

FaL Your lord's in health ? 

Page. And desires to si>eak with your lordship. 

Fal. Where may I find him 1 

Page. He'll be at his lodgings these two hours. 

Fal. ril wait upon him presently. 
I am his servant ! [Exit Pa(;e. 

Carionil, I must take my leave ! 

Car. Tlie gods go with you ! He may be my father- 
in-law, but will not if he can prevent it. Adieu, 
friend I [Exit Falorus. 

0, my Anclethe ! thou canst not guess the world 
of torments I nourish here. I cannot number them 
myself; and, because I cannot, I fear the gods will not. 

Vie, What can you ail, my lord ] 

Car. Canst thou imagine me free from misery ] 

Cle. Indeed I did! 

Car. No, there's a lady — she's above all Ladies, 
And, were she pitiful, I would swear, a goddess — 
That does deny me haj)piness ! 
As thou hast me, Idalian archer, so 
On her use thy eternal stringed bow ; 
Draw to the head thy shaft, and let it fly ! 
For love, but love, there is no remedy. 

[Exit Carionil. 

Cle. Wretched Cloiinthe ! to what a multitude 
Of woeful sii'hs mv destinies have drawn me ! 
Could all the te«irs that I abundantly have wept 
But find that recom])ense I dare not look for, 
they were showers to be belov'd, like those 
That deck the spring with bravery. Carionil, 
For whom I languish in disguise, it seems 
Hath settled his affections on a lady 
Does not return his love. May she continue 
Obstinate ever ! But I must blame her judgment : 

• Cji11c<1, in the first edition, Tnndorix. 
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Who can behuKl a man, with all the art 
Of nature, framM to curiosity, 
And hear the world report his virtues equjd 
Unto his fomi, and not admire and love him ] 

Enter Lokecr 

Lor. Now, my young sweet face ! what ])retty fooliah 
whimsies trouble thy pate that thou lookest so com- 
posedly ] 

CJe, Sir, I am as I nse to be. 

IjOr. Then you use to be scurvy ] Use tlie tavern 
once or twice a day. You must not be so maidenly ! 

( le. It best becomes me. 

Ij>r. Canst thou swear \ 

(Jle. The gods for])id ! 

fjir. Canst thou sing ? 

( 7r. Not worth your hearing, sir. 

L(n'. Say'st thou so "? Then I will some things worth 
thine ! 

I. 

Of six-shillings beer I care not to hear — 

A barrel's not worth a carrot. 
I, as others, think that there is no drink 

Like unto sack, w hite wine, and clan*t ! 



II. 

Diana's a fool, and me shall not rule 

To live a }»achelor ever ; 
Fi)r I mean not to tarry in her livery, but marry. 

And (juickly, believe me, or never ! 



in. 

And I and mv wife will leail such a life. 
As slie shall think well befell her ; 

For throughout the year, we'll tipple March beer, 
And sehlom be out of th(^ cellar. 
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IV. 



All Stoical prate and Diana I liato, 

With her maidenly scurvy advices ! 

Green sickness upon her — sweet Venus I honour, 
For wenches and wine are not vice^ ! 

V. 

Would Bacchus, the knave, had met with this brave 

Diana, this whey-blooded lady ! 
For the credit o' th' grape, he had made a raj^e, 

And got a puissant baby ! 

Cle. Y' are not melancholv, sir ; vour brother is 
more solemn. 

IjOT. I melancholy] I scorn it, }K)y ! And yet Tm 
not so merry as I was wont. The young gunner, Mr. 
Cupid, has somewhat tam'd me ; but I am good mettle 
still, thank my jovial fates, and will sound melodiously, 
my young Paris ! 

Enter Jaques. 

Welcome to Hercules, noble Theseus ! Good boy, go 
wait on thy master ! [Erit Cleanthk. 

How dost thou, old magazine of precious knavery 1 

Jaq, I am glad to see your worship well ! 

Lor, My noble milliner* of words 1 thou that dost 
grind thy speeches with a merry pronunciation, \iilt 
be my bosom, my cabinet, my friend, Jaques ? 

Jaq. I will ol)ey your good worship. 

IjOt, Liberally spoken ! A\Tien I have opened me, 
will you be privy ] 

Jaq, Very secret and officious ! It is good manners 
in me. Your command shall wedge my tongue, hedge 
my heart, and tie a true-lover's-knot upon it with tlie 
strings of it 

Lor, Thou art an honest clod of earth, Jaques ! Tis 
great pity the malicious sunshine warm'd thee not into 
a diamond ! 

" ** MUner" in first edition, si^ifying a miller. 



30 THK OBSTINATK LADY. 

Jaq. Your worsliip sj)eaks al)ove my brains. 

Lor. I am marvellously enamoiir'd on your la«ly, 
Jaques. Vandona is my mistress I 

Joq. Wonderful news ! Is my lady your worship's 
swet^theart 1 

Lin\ Yes I but i<^iorant of mv affection V(*t. 

Jaq. I would be drunk were you my master, sir I 

]j>r, I would have a wine-cellar o' th' ]>urpose. My 
estate, Jaques, is but mean — it must be craft must 
y^i'X her. Knowest thou any possible way to win her? 

Jaq. Sir, I am passing empty of invention, but 
wherein I can ]»leasure you, tell me at any time, and 
I will not fail you. But the «;:o(ls bless your j^ood 
worship ! Sir, would you marry her ? 

Ijh'. Yes, mv old trust v Pirithous ! Whv dost 
wonder at it ? 

Jaq. She does nothing all day but read little 
comedies, and every night 8j)ends two or three hours 
on a great tragedy of a merry fellow, I)ameta,s, and a 
company of strange-named learned lovers. She's no 
more houst»wife than you or I, sir — on my own pro])er 
knowledge, I swear, vow, and protest ! 

Lor. Thou art too earnest, my old-faced Saturn ! I 
think her not the worse M'oman. Housewifery is the 
superficies of a genteel female, and the parenthesis of 
a lady, which may well be left out. 

Jat{. You an^ a scholar : your Imokship shall direct 
me. 

Enter PHYdlNOis. 

Ln'. Who's that ? Knowest thou him, Jaques ? 
He walks corantolv,* and looks big ! 

Jaq. And like your worship, this tide first brought 
him to my eyes. 

Lor. He came not by water, did he, old boy ? 

Ja([. 1 meant Tinn\ sir, the Londim word. 

rhmj. When we this passion into us receive, 
Our fonner ])leasures we do loath and abandon :f 

* Trii»]»ingly. as tho\igh dancing. 

t PhyginoiK. in first tMlition. goes on with the text, which, <lown 
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Jaq. Leave, by your leave ! 

Phyg. If it were foolishness in us to take 
Affection, why did heaven two sexes compose "? 

Jaq, Make would make rhyme ! 

Phyg. Why period to the Phoenix doth fire give. 
But because it doth against nature consist 1 

Jaq, Live, he should say. This is some very small 
poet. 

Phyg. ril on, and am resolved to prefer 
My life to be a service unto her ! 

Lor. What an affected utterance has this fellow ! 

Jaq. He'll ne'er make good ballad, warrant him, 
that will not rhyme when he may. 

Lor. The catastrophe was in rhyme, though. He 
would be lik'd for a stage poet. 

Phyg. Noble heroes ! the gods extend your fortunes 
to your thoughts ! 

Lor. An academical idiom ! Enquire his name, 
.Taques ! He delivers his mind after the garb of a 
signor. 

Jaq. Have you a name, friend ? 

Phyg. I answer to Dracumelion ! 

Jaq. Good sir, let's trudge hence ; this is some great 
conjuror ! 

Lm'. Are you a necromancer 1 

Jaq. Mr. Lorece, I fear he is some Saracen ! he looks 
so dismal ! 

Lor. Art thou a Pa}Tiim ? Speak ! 

Jaq. For all your great looks, Termegant is an idol ! 

Phyg. I am nor one nor other, but your honour's 
vassal, and a poor Englishman. Wilt please you to 
hear the music of Helicon % 

Jaq. Law you now, sir ; how one may be deceiv'd ! 
I believe this whorson is a fiddler ! Can you sing, 
sirrah 1 Answer me ! 

Phyg. I am no fiddler, but live by my tongue and 

to ** service unto her," is here put into dialogue ; and the text 
runs thus: ** If it were foolishness for us to take aflfection, whv 
did Heaven two sexes compose ? — why period to the Phoenix doth 
fire give? — but because it doth against nature consist. He one 
and the same resolved to prefer my life to be a service unto her." 
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legs. Will you hear me, noble sir, speak a Parnaiisiaii 
oration, or see nie niciisure the ground witli a (hmce ? 

Lor, What sayest thou, Jaques ? 

Jaq. Why, now, sir, 'tis dinner-time with my lady, 
and I dare not neglect her, neither will I my own 
stomach ; and therefore, for me, he may sliow us a fair 
]>air of heels, and lie gone ! 

Imv. Well, then, — spend this for me. 

Phyg, Y' are, sir, the best part of a moralist. You 
are most liberal ! 

Lot. Come, Jaques ! 

Jaq. I follow you, sir. Farewxll, good man, Pra- 
culemen ! The gods bless me, there's a name ! 

[Exevnt. 

Phyg. Proceed, Phyginois, and be fortunate ! 
This project will furnish me with money to clothe mc 
both fashionably and rich enough, and then 
I dare assail my Nentis with some confidence — 
Politic lovers seldcmi miss. 
Smile, heaven, upon my plot, that there may be 
A crowned period to my policy ! [^Erit. 



Scene ii. 
Enter PoLlDACRE and Falorus. 

Pol. How do you like Lucora 1 

Fal. She's a lady above my thoughts, much more 
my tongue ! 

Pol. Could not you wish her yours ? I have a de- 
sire to make her so. 

Fal. Ambrosia, Hebe's cates, are for the gods ! 
Princes she doth deserve to woo her love. 
You undervalue her, my lord ! 

Pol. The best is not too good for him that gets her. 
Your breeding has been worthy your descent ; 
I've known yon from your infancy, and am 
Desirous to make you mine. 

Fal. He enforceth me to an acceptance — I must 
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temporize with him. Most worthy Polidacre, I cannot 
attain to a greater happiness on earth than to bear the 
name of your son-in-law. 

Po/. I thank thee, my Faloros ! I'll go presently 
and get my daughter's consent. As you shall not 
want beauty with her, so you shall not money ! I'll 
take my leave. 

Fal. 1 am your most humble servant ! 

[Exit POLIDAGRE. 

What envious star when I was bom divin'd 
This adverse Fate f Who, having such a beauty 
Proffer'd him, would refuse iti The pin'd man. 
Whom poets' fantasies have plac'd in hell 
With fniit before him, had not such a cross ! 
The true regard I bear unto my friend, 
The brave Carionil, must not be slighted. 
The sacred truth of friendship ever should 
By force enfeeble all rebellious blood ! 

Enter Carioniu 

Well met, my dear Carionil ! 

Car. I am happy in your company. Y' are my 
heart's best treasury, FalorusI 

Enter LuooRA and Nentis. 

But give me leave, my Mend. 

Fai. O ! I see the cause — ^your mistress ! 

Car. Retire, ye clouds, and weep out showers of woe, 
Because ye may no longer stand and gaze 
On her for whom the heavens their circuits go. 
That they may see and wonder at her face ! 
Dear Falorus, withdraw yourself awhila 

Fal. The gods assist your suit ! 

Car. Thanks, worthy friend ! [He withdraws. 

Hail ! nature's most perfect work, and the continual 
idea of my admiring soul, for whom, if 't be your wiU, 
I must die, and by whom, if it is your dear pleasure, I 
shall live, — live in an unspeakable felicity by enjo3ring 
you, die happily for wanting you ; and cannot live in 
such a penury. 

c 
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Xen. Would 1 lia4l sucli a servant ! I should not 
serve him scurvily. 

0(17'. Honour your poor adorer, lady, with a gracious 
look of your beloved eyes, and my misery for you 
both with commiseration and remedy ! 

Jjifc. My lord, if you ])resume upon a >voman's 
Feign'd carriage to her wooers, leave it now ! 
For, if you'll give me leave, I'll call to witness 
Every particular deity we adore : 
That I will never have a husband ! And 
For your saying you must die for me, I hold it 
A common compliment of idle lovers, 
And wish you so much hapi)iness, that you 
May live well without me ! 

Car. O, l)e not so unmerciful ! 
Let not that tongue err into virulent M'ords, 
Which could have call'd Eurydice from hell. 
Had your most excellent mother, fairest ladv. 
Inexorable been, you had n<>t been ; 
Xor crimson roses ever s]»read uj)on 
Your lovely cheeks, nor had the world discovc^r'il 
Two planets more. Hath nature liberally 
Heaj)eil the rarest perfections she could give 

Mortality upcm you to no end ] j 

No, surely ; nor can I believe that she 
Meant to enclose a mind infractilJe 
Within a ]>ody so [)owerfid to .subdue. 
As you, even your dear self, was daughter U* 
A beauteous mother, so vou also should 
Indebt the world unto vou by your issue ! 
He not so cruel therefore, dear Lucora ; 
Let not your tongue degenerate? from your form. 

LffC. Sir, you have heard me speak what 1 intend. 

On: Be not a tigress, lady ! 

Lvr. Anything but a wife ! 

Sir, I must leave you, and leave you this humour ; 
The Court hath many ladies, take your choice. — Nentis ! 

Xf7K IVfadam I 

Lvr. Come I My lord, take my counsel. 

AV//. I could use him kindlier. ' 



i 
I 
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( V/r. What say you, lady ? 

Aen, Nothing, my lord. [Ejeunt LucoRA and Nentis. 

Car. Doth a fair fece presage a cruel heart ? 
Is't not a mere* full contrary in nature 
That the softest body should be hard'st to win \ 
Nature is grown decrepit, and all things 
Sublunary err against the rule of order. 
Stir not, then, thou glorious fabric of the heavens, 
And periodize the music of the spheres ! 
Thou even yet fast fixed glol>e of earth, 
Whirl round hi a perj:>etual motion I 
Ye stars and moon, that ])eautify the night, 
Change rule with clear Hyperion, and so cast 
Succeeding time into another mould I 
Then, with thy powerful beams, Apollo, draw 
The ocean into clouds, and drowTi the world : 
So there a new creation may befal, 
And this life be a life celestial. 

Bnffi' Faloris. 

O all my happiness on earth, my true Falorus ! 
Lucora's beauty triumi)hs in my breast, 
And shortly will destroy me. There's no beast 
That haunts the vast Arabian wilderness 
Of such a merciless constitution. 
She'll never marry man ! 

Fal, She will, Carionil. Her father would have 
her, and she has not so much evil as to contradict his 
will. Where, then, can she make such a choice as 
you 1 That, in a duel, your grandfather did kill hers, 
y've heard her oft protest she values not. 

Car, Does he desire it, or does your love Hatter me 
into a little possibility of obtainnig her ? Alas ! if she 
could like me, her father would very difficultly con- 
sent. He loves not my family. 

Fal. Polidacre could not hinder you, were she willing. 
But, friend, her father means to marry her. His own 
lips offer'd her to me. 

Car. O ye just heavenly powers ! then I am lost, 

• This ..nly. 
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Sunk into misery beneatli a s[>ark 
Of this life's happiness ! 
Fah)rus, you shall not have her I 

F(tl. I would not wrong my noble friend so much. 

Cur. A puff of wind, and gone ! For her, who 
would not 
Do all mankind an injury, and out-act 
In horrid deed all those that e'er ])rofess'd 
Licentious Atheism ? Unsheath your sword ; 
I will not take that life bjisely away 
Which next unto Lucora's I esteem. 
Yet stav ! 

FaL He's frantic I Withdraw this frenzy, ye gods ! 

Citr. You are my friend ? 

Fill. I have been so accounted of by you. 

Car. Let me consult it out. Shall one word,- 
\av, which is less, one svllable, — friend, extract 
Out of me all the interest that I 
Have to Lucora by affecting her \ 
But this is a false medium : a true friend 
Exceeds all syllables and words at height. 
A man may — nay, he should — i)oise equally 
His love, and ])art unto his friend the justice of it, 
Which is th(» full half ; so that it appears 
They should be lov'd by's iis we love ourselves. 
But to a mistress who wouM not give more ] 
Who can choose to give more ] The love that we 
Bear to a friend, it is an accident, a meet one ; 
But 'tis our nature to affect a w<mum. 
And 'tis a glory to pres(*rve a mistress 
Entire to one's self, without competitors. 
My reason's satisfied. No friendship can 
Keep in the sword of any rivall'd man. 

Fa}. CoHect yourself, Carionil. 

( \ir. You'll fight with me \ 

Fal. I do not wear a weapon for such a quarrel. 

Car. What, more affliction yet ! 'Tis against man- 
hood — 
A most ignoble murder^-to take his life 
Who makes no opposition. And yet, if death 
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Prevent hini not, she will be his. Sad fates ! 
You shall not have Lucora ! 

Fd. You wrong our amity by this suspicion. 
I swear I will not I 

Car. How ] 

Fal, Consider, dear Carionil. I grieve 
To see my friend so over-passionate ; 
It is a weakness in you to be a pitied one. 

Car, My love o'ersway'd my reason. Pardon nie, 
My best Falorus ! I l)elieve your virtue 
Would not act such an injury against 
Your own Carionil I 

Fid. Shall we walk, and I'll tell you all that pa.ssed 
Twixt me and PoUdacre ] 

Car. I am a thousand ways obliged yours. 

Fal. You fire my Carionil. I wish no more 
From you than i)erpetuity of love, 
And that our hearts may never be untied. 

Car. You are too worthy for my friendship. 

yEj'.cttnt. 

Scene hi. 

Enkr Antiphila .^7/^^ rcaduuj. 

** Fair Antiphila hath hair 
Would grace the Paphian queen U) wear ; 
Fit to tune heaven's lute withal, 
When the gods for music call ; 
Fit to make a veil to hide 
Aurora's blush each morning tide ; 
Fit to compose a crafty gin 
To take the hearts of lookers in ; 
Able to make the stubborn kind, 
And, who dislike it, t' be judged blind. 
Though it is sott and fine, it ties 
My heart that it in fetters lies." 

It is a neat I know not wliiit I have not jioelrv 
enough in me to give it a name, riiesc lovers are the 
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prettiest fouls, I tliiiik, in the world ; and 'twere 
not for them, I cannot tell what we women should 
do. We desire nothing more than to l>e ])raised, and 
their love to us will do it beyond our washes. I gave 
Phylander, upon his long importunity, a lock of hair 
and see into wdiat a vein it luus ])ut him I Tm sorry 
he had it not a week sooner ; I shoidd then, perhaps, 
ha' had a sonnet-book ere this. 'TLs pity wit should lie 
obscurely within any, that a lock will give it vent. I 
love him not ; I should rather choose his father, who is 
jis earnest a suitor to me as he. Yet I know, l)ecause 
of his age, very few ladies would be of my mind ; but 
as yet I care for neither of them. 

Entfv Phylander, 

Now I must expect an assault. 'Tis in's ear already. 
He's very fine. 

PhijJ. My dear Antiphila, you have received 

Aiiti. Your verses, sir ? I have. 

PhtfL I am your true adorer for them, latly. 
Would your white hand ha<l done me the honour it 
dill them ! 

Anti. In what, sir \ Ynu must explain. 

riiflL That a touch of vour skin mij[<ht have ravish'd 
me into haiipiness. 

Anti The lock has alter'd vour discourse. I would 
it \vm\ shut your mouth. 

PlnjJ. There's no need of that, excellent Antij»hila. 
I would rather deprive myself of my tongue than that 
aiiv word of mine should be ofiensive unto vou. 

-/////. You relish too much of the court. 

/'/////. Polite words can never misbecome a sj>eakei- 
who hath such a subject. 

Anfi. Am I vour subject ?- -You have called me 
mistress ! 

/'/////. You are my saint, la<ly, and I nuist pray to you. 

A nil. Saints hear no ])rayers, sonu^ say. 

7'/////. Pray you sliow othiTwise, by granting mine.* 

* In i»lacc of this, l*hyl;ni«Ui . in tiifst dlition, niercly suys, " I 
am H j»otiti<»iui'. '■ 
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Jnti Have you auy more papers I 

PhyL My mouth shall speak mine own errand. 

Anti, You must pardon me now, sir ;* I must leave 
you. [Exit Antiphila. 

PhijL She yet is obstinate ; but I am free 
From doubt she will continue in that way. 
There is no cause of fears in f women's nays, 
For none of that sex means tlie tiling she says. 

Enter KosiNUA. 

Now, Tandorix, where's my father I 

Eos. Faith, I know not, sir. 

PhyL You are one of tlie melancholiest servants he 
keeps. 

Ens. It j)leases you to say so, sir. 

Phyl. They all report so of you. 

Eos. I cannot tell, sir. 

Phyl. Y* are over lonely ; be merrier I You should 
put yourself into more company; you should, Tandorix. 
I respect you for my mother's sake, for whose last sa<l 
letter you were entertained here. 

Eos. I thank you, sir, for your kindness. 

Phil. Farewell, Tandorix I [E/if. 

Eos. My son perceives my sadness ; but the cause 
Deserves it fully. 'Tis now above a year 
Since I did write that I did drown myself, 
And bare the paj>er to my husband wiien 
I thought his memory was somewhat lost, 
And I inurM unto tins habit, drawn 
To 't by a fond desire to know if he 
Would keep his promise to me, whicli with oaths 
He oft hath made, that never, if he should 
Sunive me, he would take another wife ; 
But he, as other men, esteems no more 
Of |)erjury than common breath. 'Twere fit 
That husbands' vows upon the sands were writ. [E/it. 

• **He will not be kept from it else. Vou must panloii me, 
bir." - \tit cd. 
t**Fciirfor.*' I hid. 
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AiT Ji. — Scene i. 
Enter LOHECE and JAgUES. 

Lirr. I am belioldiiig to tliee, Jaqiies ! 

Jaq. I will l>e dutiful to your worship. 

Lor. I should be glad to cope with your lady, now 
luethinks I am of a prompter expression than usual : 
lovers and the muses are cater-cousins. 

KiiU'r Van DONA. 

My Vandona, Jaques ! 

Jaq. I must vanish like a mist. [A>/7. 

Lor. Farewell, grave Titan ! 
I'll out with a poetical soliloquy in her hearing for 

my preludium. 
The gaudy stars are iu>t more full of gh»e 
When golden rhcehus setteth in the west, 
Nor do the cheerful birds with more delight 
Rejoice at the new livery of the spring, 
Than I to have this miracle of beauty 
Enter within the knowledge of mine eyes ! 

Van. He speaks well : I would he meant earnest. 
The gentleman seems very deserving, but he is some- 
thing wild. 

hrr. She shall be stoutly accosted. Impudency is 
a very happy quality in a wooer. 

J\ni. H' comes ! 

Lar. Lady, you are not a puny in the court of 
Cupid, and therefore, I hope, need not the tedious 
circumstances of an annual service. I am bold to tell 
you plainly I love you, and if I find occasion, I will 
maintain it boldly. 

Van. I pray you, Mr. Lorece, desist. 

Jjtr. Never, my sweet Vandona I My descent, I know, 
you doubt not, and my affection you need not. Whilst 
I live I shall love you, and if you die, your memory. 

Van. I shall be catch'd I We widows are ghiss 
metal, soon broke. 
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Lor. I call do no more, lady, and I will do no less. 

Van, Your habit, carriage, and discourse, sir, show 
you a traveller. 

Lm'. My boldness, she means. Sweetest Vandona, 
I have been one. The habits, conditions, and situa- 
tions of many great kingdoms I have exactly gathered 
into my table-books ; and also my fortnight's observa- 
tion of the Antipodes. 

Van, Oh, strange ! have you been there ? I wonder 
how you came thither I 

Lor, I will tell you, lady. Wlien I was bound 
thither, I was in Asia, at Tlaxcallan ; there we took 
ship, and in a pair of oars sailed to Madrid, the Catholic 
King's court. From thence to Naples, in Savoy ; from 
Naples to Crema ; and thence to Alexandria, where, 
against a tree, we suffered shipwreck. Into a new 
phalake we therefore got us, wliich was riggM for 
Frankfort, where shortly after we arrived, victuall'd 
our gondola, and tlirew away our fresh water. 

Van, 'Tis a great way thither. 

Lor, Thence we went to Lisl)on, and after to 
Mantua; and the next morning we came to tlie 
Antipodes, at twilight T th' afternoon. 

Van, What sights saw you there, sir ] 

Lor, So many sights, dear l.atly, that they almost 
made me blind. 

Van, Relate a few ! 

Lor, First, lady, the King is no man. 

Van, I believe you, sir, for it never could enter my 
mind that any man inhabited tliere. 

Lor, There they have no houses but the Emperor's 
j)alace, where Sir Francis Drake Wiis entertaiiiM 
after he had shot the Pyrenaean Gulf, upon the Medi 
terranean Mount, in Russia. 

Van, Where, then, lies all the court, I wonder ] 

Lor, In the court, mistress. 

Van, I guess, hem ! but cold lodgings. 

Lor, Your ladyship is mistook — they are never a 
cold ; for the sun, being never above an hundred de- 
grees above Satuni, makes that climate as hot a,^ 
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Norway. They at tlie Aiiti[)odes hear with their 
noses, smell with their ears, see by feeling, but t^wte 
with all their senses, — for they are the most insatiable 
gluttons under the cope, — and feel not anything, for 
they cannot be hurt. 

ran. This is wonderful ; and I cannot imagine how 
their senses can be so contrary to ours. 

I^'r. No I Did you never hear, excellent Vandona, 
that they are oi>i>osite to us ? 

flin. O ves I I have indeed. 

L(tr. I will now t<;ll you, madam, scmiewhat of the 
South Indies. 

J'an. Hjis not the Mogul of Persia his bread thence? 

Jjf)\ The King of Spain hath his gold there, of 
which the Hollanders took a great prize when they 
won the silver fleet. 

run. How was I mistook! 

Lor. I will give you the situation of the country. 
Soiue of the ancient geographers, — as Heliodonis, the 
knight of the sun, Amadis de (iaul, and Palmerin 
<r Oliva, — affirm it to lie a thousand Italian miles 
from Isthmos at Corinth ; but some modern writers, 
— as Don C^uixote, Parismus, Montelion, and Merlin, 
' -say it is a juniinsula in Arabia Felix, where 
the ])h(enix is. Hut h'arned Hollinshed affirms the 
South Indias are separate<l from Armenia by the 
C'ale<lonian Finest, fnnn Asia Minor by the Venetian 
Gulf, and from China by a great brick wall. There, 
instead of cherry-stones, childnni ])lay with pearls ; 
and for glass, the windows are of broad diamonds. 
Hunters there have no horns ])ut the unicorn's ; no 
water runs there but Aganip])e, Hippocrene, Scaman- 
der, and Simois. There are no hills but Olympus, 
Ida, and Parnassus ; no valh'y but Tempe [of Ascia 
and Margiana] ;* no men but of the offs])ringof Scipio 
Afri<an, Julius (^esar, Alexander the Great, Hector, 
Hannibal, and Hercules ! 

F((n. It is a pheasant cimntry.f 

• Nf)t in first e<Iition. 

t ** It is ii j»leasant country then, ;in<l nobly i»coi»lo«l." 1.^/ fff. 
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Lor. I will uow tell you of the conditions of our 
neighbour nations. The Spaniards are humble, the 
Italians chaste, the French peaceful, the Dutch sober, 
and the Irish cleanly. I came at last to Virginia, 
where I saw nothing more worthy mention than an 
honest woman who cast herself into the sea because 
nobody would lie with her. In conclusion, at James 
Town Port I took horse, and the next morning, after 
a long and tedious journey, arrived in Wales. 

Van, And what did you there, Mr. Lorece ? 

Lor, As soon as I could, I went to Merlin's Cave, 
which is obscurely situated on the toj) of a beech, 
where all the night he lay on the ground. 

Van, What was he, sir? 

Lyr. He was an intricate prognosticator of firma- 
mental eclipses, and vaticinated future occurrents by 
the mysterious influences of the sublime stars and 
vagabondical jdanets ; generated he was by the in- 
human conjunction of an incubus ; and was immur'd 
alive in a cave by tlie pre-eminent magic of the Lady 
of the Lake. 

Van, You frequent plays, do you n(»t ? 

Lor, They are most commonly my afternoon's 
employment. 

Van, I like him the l)etter for it. \^Asi(h'. 

And you have read many histories ] 

Lor, Many, lady ! I am a worm in a lM>ok : I go 
through them. 

Van, This pleases me too. [./.s/Vr. 

Farewell, sir ! 

Lor, Admired Philoclea, leave me not so ! 

V\in. What would you have ] 

LcfT, Your consent, lady. 

Van. Expect that a month or two hence. 

Lyr. Dear Vandona I sweet mistress I 

Van. Indeed you must. 

Lor. Nay, sweet Oxiana ! 

Van. Y'are too importunate ! 

Lo\ Excellent Claridiana. Polinarda, Laurana. 
Bradamant ! [A>/7 A'andon.u 
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It makes no matter, I am sure to have her. How 

some women are taken witli strange tales ! 
Next time we meet I do nt)t doubt to get her: 
Hercules could not woo a lady better. 

J'Jnler Jaques. 

Now, my old Anchises ! how dost, truepenny ? He 
merry, Jacjues I 

///(/. Is she tender-liearted ? 

Jmi: Kesi)ectful and pliant. 

JiKj. Good truth, I am glad on't, sir. My hidy, 
though I say it, is of a \ ery good nature ; my mind 
always gave me she would be coming on. I beseech 
your worship to be a good * master to me. 

J^tr. Thou shalt find me s<>. [Erennf. 



Scene 1 1. 

K fitter Cleanthe, .sola, 

(le. ImjK'rious love, that hatest whom tliou 
woundest, 
And those thou lovest l)«*st dost let alone ! 
If my o])sequious duty unto thee 
Can move thee to conmiiseration. 
Instruct me how to win him, and, when 1 
Disclose myself, assist a wretched w<m!an, 
For it is in thy ])ower to work my bliss. 
He dotes ui)on a lady that regards 
None of those miseries he undergoes 
Hy languishing for her. Witli one fair stroke 
Thy ignominy redeem ! thou art call'd blind 
He(uuise how thou dost shoot thou dost not mind. 
But what avails it me thus to implore, 
Or rather to reiterate those deej) wishes? 
Millions of hours can witn«ss I have said. 
And yet Hiul no help ! Ah ! tlear and ever 
Most lov'd Carionil, would'st thou wert so 

* '* Loving." Lx/ ui. 



THE OBSTINATE LADY. 45 

Strongly inflam'd as I, or didst conceive, 

Tnily didst know, what misery lies here ! 

I think, though thou hadst sucked a ravenous wolf, 

It would overcome thy nature, and thereby 

Transform my sorrow to felicity ! 

Eitier Carionil. 

Car, I cannot hope a letter I have writ 
To my Lucora can find that acceptance 
And bring so good success I wish it may. 
Sure never man so passionately ador d 
A lady of so fro ward a disposition. 
If I could know the cause she is unkind, 
I would destroy it, or destroy myself. 
Anclethe ! art thou there, my boy ] Ahvs ! 
Why dost thou weep 1 * 

Cle, To see the sorrow you are always in, 
And not to know wherefore. Though I, sir, am 
Both young and little, I both dare and would 
Venture my life to do you any service 
That may redeem your hapi)y days again ! 

Car, Alas ! poor boy, it is past thy redress ; 
Yet I do thank thee for thy love unto me. 

Enter Rosinda. 

Cle. My lord, a servant of my Lord Polidacre's ! 

Car, Tandorix ! What news ] 

Has, The lady Lucora commanded me to deliver 
this paper to you. 

Car, 'Tis most welcome ; would my heart could 
read it ! 

Bos, I wish he had my daughter, for he's a most 
noble gentleman. [A side. 

My lord ! command you me any service ? 

Car, Only my dear respects unto the lady that sent 
you. 

Ilos, Farewell, Anclethe ! [Efif KosrxDA. 

* ** "NVhat are tliose tears for 

Thou dost weep away? "— Uf td. 
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The Letter. 

Car, "Sir, — I am sorry that, against my use, I 
cannot answer you more civilly ; but I am blameless, 
the fault being in your foolish passion, and not my 
desire. If in fairer terms vou should receive my 
reply, I am sure you would think it some beginning 
of love to you ; according to your tiesire I have none, 
and I wish your love was such a.s mine, so we might 
l)e friends. Yet I love ycm a.s a gentleman of my 
acquaintance ; but if any more you trouble me with 
letters or courting, I will hate you. So I end. — Htr 
own, LrroRA." 

" Her own Lucora I " I cannot now conceive 

This Lady of a humane nature. Sure, 

A woman cannot have so harsh a mind. 

'* So I end !" What I will she end so alwavs t 

Oh, then, that I might end even now ! that all 

The sorrow that possesseth my whole body 

In everv member would mutiny against 

My heart, that so I might die speedily I 

Is it not miracuhuisly strange that this 

Poor microcosm, this litth? l>ody, should 

Contain all the sorrow this great world can 

Inflict upon it, and not sink l)eneath 

So huge a burthen ? One hill does overcome 

The stniggling of Enceladus, a giant ; 

And yet I stand, I Hve I What ! am I of 

Lucora's temi)er — ini])regnable ] Oh— oh — oh ! 

C/c. Alas, my master I good my lord, collect 
Vtair strength, and be not thus effeminate ! 

Car. I'm manlv, bov ! for W(mien cannot tell 
What thing affliction is, their stony hearts 
Relent so little at it in their lovers. 
Oh ! I shall never have her ! Now I giv«' 
Liberty to a just des])air to rack me ; 
And it must ever do so. What a chaos 
Of misery is an unfortunate lover ! 

('//'. 1 pray you, sir, i)Ut off this vehemency of pas- 
sion. She will relent I 
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Car, Never, whilst I live. 

Cle, She will ; indeed, I know she will ! 

Car. Would she would love me after I am dead for 
her! 
It were some happiness to think that, Ancle the ! 

67^. I doubt not but she will shortly l>e yours, my 
lonl, 
And weep for joy to hear me make relation 
Of this same violent passion you are in now. 

Car. Thou art a good boy ; but this lady — O my 
heart ! 
Could sitting down in Cassiopeia's chair. 
And kicking proud Arctophylax from the sky ; 
Could stoj)ping the Septentrian sevenfold team, 
And putting out the starry eagle's eyes ; 
Could swimming violently uj) those rocks 
From which the Memphian Nilus tumbles down ; 
Could the compelling of rash Phaeton's sire 
To change his course, and nin from north to soutli ; 
Could the a^lventuring to undertake 
A journey through Africa's dread'st wilderness 
When the ^-Eolians do loudest breathe. 
And veil the sun with siuidy mountains' height. 
Enforce her to repent the tragedy — 
Hy these attempts drawn on me she should find 
What truth of love was in her servant's mind. 

Cle. Keep back his hands, O heavens ! from violent 
deeds ; 
Let him not offer injury against 
His own dear life ! 

Car. I have prattled too much, but I ha' done. 
No longer shall my happiness be delayed. 
Nor the displeased destinies any more 
Jeer the sad depth of wretchedness I live in. 

Thus Here I fall her cniel sacrifice ! 

[St (lbs himself, 

Ck. Hold ! for heaven's sake, hold ! 

Car. Tis too late to prevent. 
Patience, Anclethe ! Commend me to Lucora, 
That angel beauty without angel pity I 
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Tell her my woeful story, — how, e'er since 

Thou knew'st me, I have languished for her ; 

That I have sj)ent whole nights in tears and sighs. 

Whole days in solitude, to think of her ; 

That I did suifer her unkindness, while 

I had a dram of ])atience left within me I 

Tell her how her most cruel letter rais'd 

A des])air higher than my strength, and that 

Under her strange unkindness I am fall'n. 

Weep not, Anclethe ! I am faint — struck <lumb I 

Fly, p.'vssionate soul, into Elysium I [He fain fs. 

Cle. Oh, my dear lord ! brave young Carionil ! 
rU wash thy wound with tears, stop it with sighs ! 
Un kindest day that ever wore the sun ! 
Thou art accursM, for giving light unto 
His hand to guide it to an act so much 
Beneath manhood. O me I I am undone I 
What now will my disguise avail me in. 
Foolish sist(»r Lucora ] ye heavens ! 
Wht*re lies our difference ] Are we not the same 
By birth <m both sides i — of one sex? Sure, nature 
Degenerates against itself, or this 

rntimely () ye gods ! I dare not name it, 

X(U* will I ])elieve it. He is alive! 
So suddenly the world cannot be ruin'd ; 
Which is if he ])e lost. All virtue gone — 
All valour, piety, and everything 
Mortality can boast of. ^Iv lord I noble 
Carionil ! He doth not h«'ar me. Alas ! 
1 am for ever most deM>lat^ of women. 
Injurious heart-strings, break ! Why do you tie 
Me to a life millions of degrees more loathsome 
Than the forgetful sepulchre of death? 
Would, some conmiiserating })enevolent star, 
Which carries fate in 't, would, in ])ity to 
Mv mis(^rv, take me from it ! For love he 
Lies here this l)emoaned s[)ectiicle, and shall 
My passion be undervalued ? Teal's, nor sighs. 
Nor dirg(\s sung by me eternally 
Can parallel our loves at full. It nnist be 



^T- 
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The same way, and it shall ; the same blade 
Shall be the instrument, and I receive it 
Tragediously here on my knees. Would some 
Kind body would inter us in one tomb I 
Be firm, my hand, and bold ! 
Fal. Anclethe ! 

Enter Falorus. 
Cle, My lord Carionil calls ! Is 't you ? Then- 



Fal. But I must hold you, and bereave your hand. 

Cle, And you may also die : your friend is slain ; 
My lord Carionil is dead, 
The paper in his left hand yet that brought 
His reason into such subjection 
That he even franticly did stab himself. 

Fal, I will extend my life till I have rearl it. 

[//(«? reads tlie letter. 
This lady is a rough-blown sea, on which 
His worthy life has foully suifer'd shipwreck ! 
I have her ! Not Mercury pleading in her defence, 
With oratory able to stint Jove's wrjith 
When he has bespoke thunderbolts of the Cycloj).s 
To wreak some injury, should ever win me 
To her bed ! Polidacre, mew her up. 
Like Danae, in a brazen fort, or else 
Make her to answer with her life this murder 
She's accessory to. Proud piece of vanity ! 
I do want words to give my thoughts exi)ression. 
So much I hate her ! Prithee, Anclethe ! pardon 
My injury against thy rest, for holding 
Thee in a life so loath 'd as this is to thee, 
ril lead thee 

Car. Oh— oh! 

Cle, Withhold awhile, my lord ; he groans ! 

Car, Thou art the cause, Lucora, and I must not 
blame thee. 
I struck not that blow right, but this shall do 't ! 
I'm fainter than I guess'd ! I have not enter'd ! 
What ! who has stole the stiletto from me ] 
Boy ! Anclethe ! restore it, as thou lovest me ! 

r» 
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Fill. Carionil, I joy you are recovered. 

Death is grown courteous, or l\y this you had 

Been wand'ring in the Elysian groves. 
Car. My friend, Falorus 1 
Fill. Your k;yal friend. Give me your hand, and rise. 

Fin glad to see 

Your wound no worse. 'Twas care and wilHngness 

To die bereft you of your senses. I will show you 

How you may win your mistress. You hear me 1 
Car. 1 Hke it well. It may prevail — I hope 

It will. 

Fat. Anclethe had slain himself had I not come. 

Car. Good hoy, thou wert too kind. 

Cle. Indeed, mv lord! I never shall desire to survive 

you. 
Car. Divulge my death. 
CJe. I will not fail. 

FaJ. Why, my Carionil, would you engagt; 

So much yourself to any of that sex, 

As for a disrespondency to lay 

Violent hands upon yourself? 

In truth, my friend, I wonder at it ! justly 

You merit m(>re than they can satisfy 

With their endeavours all of them I 

Car. Proceed not, good Falorus, in this language. 
Fal. What good do women ? Old Amphitrite's face 

Is not so full of wrinkles as they are 

Of vices. 

Car. No more, as you n^gard, what always yet 

You have profess'd, our long-continued friendship. 
O wom<*n, most admired creatures ! how 
Can the just heavens these si)eeches so allow ] 
What good do women ] I do say what ill. 
Who do pc^rform what men can only will 1 
Why have we ears, if not to hear the sound 
And sacred harmony their tongues compound 1 
Why have we tears, if not to weep when we 
Do chance a woman's discontent to see ? 
Why have we eyes, if not to look upon 
Their beauties — nature's high perfection ? 
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Why have we tongues, if not to praise them when 
They slanderM * are l)y railings of ill men ] 
Why have we reason all, if not to deem us 
Happy because some women do esteem us ? 
FaL You are their worthy cham])ion. What I said 

Wa« out of passion for Lucora's dealing. 

I will report ye're dead ! 

Car. I shall bo obliged unto you by 't. [Ejrmnf. 



S<ENE in. 

Enkr Phyoinois, .W?/.<j. 

Phy. My clothes are almost ma<le, and everything 
That does belong unto the habit of 
A gentleman I have pre])arM me richly, 
For in these gannents I dare not accost her. 
I had good fortune to come with Clean the. 
Who hath l>een very bountiful unto me. 

Eiifer PoLiDArRE, KosiXDA, Antiphila, LrC'ORA, 

ami Nentis. 

Pal. Lady ! I take it very kindly you 
Would do me such an honour as visit me. 
It shall be my study to deserve it. 

Anti, My lord, this is too rt^remcmions ! 
Pray you, let us walk. 
I much approve of this air ; 
I know no place so sweet about the city. 

Pios. How observant he is ! He would fain make it 
a match ; and I think she is willing enough. But I 
shall prevent them with amazement. 
I will see further in it first. 

Phy. The heavens, worthy gallants ! be serene as 
long as you presume under the safety of them ! 

Pol. Know you this fellow, Tandorix ? 

Ros. His name is Draculemion. 

Pal. O ! I have heard of him. 
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Nen. His behavioin-, madam, is strange. 

Luc. 'Tis some frantic. 

PoL What wind brought you hitlier ? 

Phj. That whicli, noble sir, shall blow me all over 
the universe to do you service. 

Pol. I thank you for your compliment, for your 
captainly i)rotestation. 

Phij. Brave bevy of gallants ! my purse being mil- 
lions of degrees voider of money than my heart of 
courage, I desire to empty my mouth of words to 
fill up the vacuum of it, if you please to leiul me 
your attention, and afterwards to commemorate with 
nuinificence the worth of my oration. 

Pol. Sweet Antii)hila, what say you ? 

Anil He speaks so strangely, I would fain hear him. 

P///. Draculemion, you know what to do ? 

Pltij. Hail, but fair weather ! I that have been the 
favourite of inconstant fortune, and term'd worthily 
by the worshipful title of a genthmian, am now debas'd 
into an Innnble fugitive. Commiserate this wonderful 
change, most excellent auditors ! and let your recom- 
pense be a help again to restore me, and a story to 
exalt me towards X\w fttstidbnn of my pristine felicity, 
and, at your connivance, I will post afoot to Mexico, 
drink your healths till I'm sick, and kill any I hear 
s})eak irreverently of you. These, and more than these, 
will I accomplish, though to my perpetual ignominy, 
or dissolution of my life, conditionally you will l^estow 
fluently upon your slave so undeserving a title. Dixi. 

Pi)l. Here's for all the company ! 

Plnj. Will you give me leave to be grateful 1 

Pol. Yes, surely. 

Phy. Fie ! I'll not desire the Muses to rejdete 
My willing genius with poetic heat ! 
This subject doth transcend them. I'll desire 
Apollo to this lay to touch his lyre. 
Thou charioteer of heaven, that dost invest 
Thy swift-hoof'd coursers in the dew^y East, 
With harness worked by Mulciber, to light 
The world, and dissipate the clouds of night 



1 
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For Phaeton's sake, not unto me unlike, 
Thy sweetest notes unto this ditty strike ! 

Pol. If the exordium be so long, 'twill be very 
tedious before the conclusion. 

Anti. Dismiss him, therefore I 

Pd. Farewell, Draculemion ! 

Phy, Would I might kiss thee before Nentis ! [As'ule, 

[Exit Phyginois. 

Pol, Madam, how do you like the lord Falorus I 

Anti Very well, my lord. 

Pol, Him I have often motion'd to Lucora, 
And he hath consented to marry her. Would it not 
Be good fortune for her, think you ] 

AntL Indeed, I think it would. 

Pol, How say you now, Lucora ? 

Anti. For he is a much applauded gentleman, 
Of good conditions, and of sweet l>ehaviour, 
Whose company is everywhere acceptable. 
He deserves a good match — such an one as your 
daughter is. 

Pol. How say you, girl ] W;is anything I told you 
of Falorus a falsehood ? Come ! prithee, do thyself 
a good turn, and take him. Do, Lucora ! 

Lxic. Dear Either, pardon me ! indeed I have not 
Any desire yet to marry. 

Pd. Sure you have ! Bethink you, and speak wiser. 

Luc. Truly, I have not, sir. 

Pol. Y' are a stubl)orn wench, and I am sorry 
It was my hard fortune to be your father. 
Your shrewdness shall not carry you through so 

freely 
As you l>elieve it will ; it shall not, maiden ! 

Anli. Do not chide her ! she will be ruled bv 

you. 

Luc. Indeed, madam, I had rather live as 1 do. 

Pol. No, I believe not that. There is some one 
Or other far inferior unto him 
\Vliom she's in love withal ; i)erhaps some vile 
Scum of the town. 

Luc. Dear sir, you conceive amiss of me ; for 1 
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liOVf no iiiau yet, ami hope I never shall 
Be of another mind. 

Pol. 'Tis false I I canm»t l)eli(n'e you. 

Luc, If ever I should, I'd hate myself to place 
Affection on a man of bas(? birth or 
Unseemly qualities. 

Anti. Be not an^ry, sir. 

Xent. I j)ray you, marry, madam, fc^r it is 
A state wherein one may securely kiss. 

L)i(\ Leave thv foolery ! 

Ncnt. O ! 'tis a line thin^ to have a coach of one's 
own to go to a play when you will, 
And he restrained from nothing you desire to do. 

Lh4\ Marriage is no such liberty as you make it. 

7iW. Alas, po(>r daughter ! thou art to be j)itied. 

7V. Tlunk of my will : I give you time. 

[Ej(f(/tt all hut KOSINDA. 

llns. They have hanl fiutune, which the gods 
remove. 
That, where they cannot, are conijiell'd to love ! 
I would sh(^ had Carionil : 1 esteem not the ancient 

enmity 
Between the families. 

Enta' Pl^VGINolS. 

Now, Draculemion ! how (h) you ? 

/V///. At your beck, and in goiul health, lirave 
spark of generosity ! 

//o.s-. Faith ! I am sorry 1 must leave y(»u. 
I nnist needs folh)w my lord, otherwise 
We would have had one pint together. 

Pliij. Thou art a jovial lad. Farewell I 

[E.rH KosiNhA. 
() my Xentis ! thini art a worthy Andromache, and 
dost deserve Heitor, the couragt'ous Trojan wag. 

Kitfrr rillLANDEK. 

Phil. They are n(»t here I 
r/i/f. I nnist try my trick aicain. 
l>i\in«' Apollo, and ye Mu-'-e-; nine. 
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C'aii ye Wiold his ruin unto wlioni 
Ye have vouchsafed sacred poesy ] 
Or see him sleep under a liedge i* th* field 
Who hath so often on Parnassus lain ] 
Or seek the river for to quench his thirst 
Who at Boeotian Hippocrene hath 
Pledged Mnemosyne in full-fraught cups 1 
Or wander barelegg'd, who upon the stage 
Hath acted oftentimes in socks and buskins I 
Or see him tann'd for want of an old hat, 
Whose temples, unto his immortal praise, 
Ye have so richly view'd begirt with bays I 

Phil. Draculemion ! I am glad to find thee ! I'll 
have a si)eech. 

Phy. Your worship shall. 

Phil Why, weU said ! 

As yet the contentious night hius not exterminated 
Hyj)erion from the celestial globe, who daily useth 
to hawk with the firmamental eagl(% and to hunt Ursa 
Major round a])out the forest of the sky ; to go to 
plough when he wants com with Taurus, and, when he 
is hungry, to eat Aries, and, at night, when he com(;s 
i' th* West, to court the lady Virgo to })e his bed- 
fellow, whom, because he cannot o])tain, he lashes on 
his horstjs, and goes and reports her stubl>ornness to 
his friends at the Antii)od(\s. Nor a.s yet hath the 
trumpeter Boreas blown stormy clouds into our 
horizon, to dej)rive our eyes of the powerful radi- 
ance of his orbicular and refulgent head. Nor as yet 
am I weary to do you service, nor will l)e while I am 
able. 

Phil. Here's for you I 
What a wordy nothing thou hast spoken ! 

Phy. You have given mt; current silver foi* it. 
Y'are a bountiful gallant I [Exit. 

Phil. My father is my rival, and I find 
To him Antiphila is most inclin'd. 
What the Fates will, we never can pie vent. 
And, till the end, we know not their intent. [AV//. 
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Act hi. — Scene i. 

Enter Falorus, solm. 

Fill. A potion he hatli took, and is o'erconio 
By tlie deceitful working oft, and lies 
As if lie had no interest in this life. 
Lucora 1 have sent for, that we may 
See how she'll take it, for by her carriage now 
We shall i)erceive if there be any hope. 

Enter Cleanthe. 

What ! will the lady deign her presence here '\ 

C/e. She will, my lonl ! 

Fal. 'Tiswell! 

Cle. And is at hand of ent'ring. 

Fal, Prithee, Anclethe ! l>id them bring out my 
friend. [Exit Cleanthe. 

Though once Carionil did not believe 
My protestations to him, to relinquish 
All tithi to liucora, yet 1 meant it. 
Were she a lady far more excellent, 
And richer in the ornaments of nature ; 
Did she exc<*e(l the fairest of her sex 
More than fine-featur'd Mars the ugliest Satyr : 
Were her tongue music, and lier words enchanting, 
And h(^r conditions gentle, like a goddess, — 
I'd rather carry ^^Itna in my breast, 
Than be disloyal to my friend; far rather ! 

Enter Cleanthe, (f/id SvvyanU jmttiufj f<frth a ln(l 
with Carionil vpon it. 

Thou art most dutiful, Anclethe. 
O art ! '•' natun*'s most curious imitatress ! 
How like a body late depriv'd of life 
Does he lie sleeping, without motion ! 

• "O, Aiu'U'the!" Ut al. 
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Enter LucORA aiul Nentih. 

Cle. My lord, the lady Lucora ! 

Fal. Draw back ! 

But stay you here, Anclethe. [Exeunt Servants. 

I thank you, lady, for this favour to us : 
Were Carionil alive, he would requite it. 
He would, unto the utmost ! 

Lu<:. My lord ! 

Tm sorry that a gentleman, reputed ever 
Most wise, and voiced by a general fame 
To be complete and perfect in all goodness, — 
The which Carionil was, — should thus destroy 
The great opinion all the world hac^l of him. 
His depriving himself of his own life 
For that foolish affection he bare me, — 
I having often told him that he spent 
His service barrenly, and that it would 
Yield him no fruit, — was such a weakness in him, 
That his life's honour his death's shame hath ruin'd. 
Hither I came at his dying request. 
Which, his boy told me, was to have me see 
What my olxlurateness hath urg'd him to ; 
For so he term'd it. His desire is satisfied. 
Were he alive again, I could not love him. 
Sir, I should love him less for the poor weakness 
This act accuses him of — I should, believe me ! 
And so, my lord, I take my leave. 

Kent, Had I been his mistress, he had liv'd. 

Fal, Stay, lady ! 
Show more respect, for truly he deserv'd it. 

Cle. But kiss his lips, if you will do no more. 

Liic, The boy and all ] 

Cle, Speaks reason. [Aside. 

Luc. His will I have accomplish'd. Farewell, sir ! 

[Exeunt LrcoRA and Nentis. 

Fed. Hath she a heart 1 or, if slie have, what metal 
or stone is it of ] 
Dost not tliou think, Anclethe, that man liai)py 
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Who's free from all the molestations 

That are concomitants to aifecticm, 

And to the grievous bondiige of a woman ] 

Ch'. My lord ! contingently. 

Fal. Thy timel(^ss inexperience doth deceive thee 
H(?lieve me, boy, there does not live a woman 
Who m(»rc than compli mentally is my mistress. 

Cle. Sir, you do not fear to love one of them ? 

F<iL Yes ; and the gods keep me still in that fear ! 
Sure such another [a.s Lucora] * put out Cupid's eyes. 

women, women ! 

Clc. Truly, my lord, 1 do l)elieve all ladies 
Are not cruel ; indeed I <lo ! 

Fill. Thou art too young to be suspected, otherwi.se 

1 should think that some subtle false one hiul 
Beguil'd thy youth. Nature luis worked the i)otion 

out. 

Clf. My lord recovers strength. 

i 'ar. How is 't ] 

Ffil. How does mv friend I 

Car. Repeat my destiny. 

/'(//. K<*ceive it with as calm a (piietness 
As I deliver it. Your ear ! [rrivaffh/. 

(He. Vouchsafe him patience, O ye gods ! 

Car. When huge-wav'd rivers from the earth's high 
})anks 
Precij)itate themselves into the ocean, 
Will stillness follow ] Can you think, then — can you, 
I may be quiet] Was Jove so when the great 
Brood of the c^arth, the giants, tlid assay 
Olympus' coiupiest ] Can T, then, a poor, 
Dejected man, be calm, when all the misery 
The world can send it pours on me fully? 
^Kolus, run thy vent'rons sword again 
Into the rocks, an<l give an issue to 
The winds, that they may with their ireful bla.sts 
Kemove the world from off its stedfast hinge ! 
( )r blow the ])ole-stars out, and .so let fall 
This globe we breathe on ! Or, by whirlwind.s' force, 

* Not in tirst edition. 
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Both sexes collect together, and carry them 

lilt* places opposite, — the one into 

The Arctic, the other the southern regions ; 

And let them of themselves propagate the like : 

So women's t}Tannies could do no ill. 

And men j)erform what one another \vill. 

Fid. This savours franticly ! 

Cle. Deprive him not of reason, but exalt 
Him to himself, heavens ! Ah, me ! 

Car. 'Tis true, the sea is always full of water,— 
The lands do relieve it, — and yet has no cause 
For lamentation ; but woeful man 
Hath but a few, indeed a very few. 
Salt tears to mollify the burthenous draught 
Of misery which his malignant stars 
Com^Kjl him to endure. 

What I his mistress' venom, ol>stinacy, not possible '\ 
'Tis insufferable — above our frail carriage. 

Fal. The word friend weighs all titles of honour 
down ; 
And therefore not by them, but that, I ])eseech you 
Not to neglect yourself 1 've lately known 
The time when death almost inevitable 
Could not unfix your thoughts. This cause is weaker. 

Car. How] 

Fal. Believe me, friend. 

Car. Believe you 1 I would believe tliee, friend. 
Didst thou affirm absurdest contraries, — 
That the sun wius extinguished, and the bright 
Moon was blown out, and all the stars were fall'n, 
And nature, yet hanuonious, disordered 
Into another chaos — I would believe you ; 
For, rather than you should pronounce a falsehood. 
Things that are not would be. 

Fal. Alas ! you are distempered. 
I grieve to see you so for so poor a cause. 

Car. It is a weighty one ; and if tlu^ brave, 
Fam'd offspring of Alcniena had endur'd it, 
He had enlarg'd his labimrs to thirteen, 
And been another wonder t(» the world. 
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Hut, noblest friend, you know the liistory, — 
How lie the knotty club did lay aside, 
Put off the rough Nemiean skin, and donn'd 
Maidens* apparel, for the love he bore 
To ruin'd Picus' daughter, young lole. 

Fdl. But he ne'er otfer'd violence to himself 

Cle. He did not, sir. Be counselled by your friend ; 
Do, my good lord ! 

Car. He had not cause ; she did return him love. 
And, e.xcept in this case, 1 would suffer 
Beyond expression from another hand 
Without a thought to use mine own. But you 
May say I'm piussionate : 'tis right ; I am so : 
I know 't, and you cannot exi)ect less from me. 
Were I as free from love a.s you have known me. 
You should not tax me with that fault, although 
Unstable fortune made an Irus of me. 
But, you may call this boasting ? 

Fal. Far be it from me ; 'tis a i)erfect truth. 

C/e. Ah, alas ! 

(jfT. JiCave sighing, boy, prithee ! 

F<(/. Cimie ! 
You shall be temperate again, my friend, 
And have fair likelihood to obtain your la<ly. 

Car. Impossible ! 

Ffl. I've formed the plot already ; you must 1h* 

Draw near. 

Cttr. How ! — a negro — an Ethiopian ! — 'tis frivolous. 
She is too obdurate — most obstinate. 

/'(//. Hath she not refused many of the bravest and 
hands(»mest gentlemen of this kingdom ? 
You cannot deny it ; be, therriore, counselled : 
She that cannot love a man of a better complexion. 
On one of them may settle her affection. 

Car. I have some hope again. Boy, you shall stay 
with my friend ; refuse it not, I prithee ! 
For many conveniences it is neces.^ary. I every 
day shall see thee, and shortly will take thee 
again. 

Clc. My lord, I beseech you ! 
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Car. Nay, my Anclethe, let me not use words. 
As thou dost love me, deny me not. 

Cle. Sir, I am charm'd, and will obey you. 
Fal, Come ! let's walk, and V\\ instruct you fully. 

[Ejceuni omnes. 

Scene ii. 

Enter Jaques, solm, drunk. 

This London wine is a parlous liquor: 'twill turn 
you a man's head so long round, that at last 'twill set 
you it where his heels should be. Another glass on't 
had prov'd me a reeler, a cotquean, which I was never 
brought up too. 1 learnt a song of my old gran'am 
— many a good ballad she would 'a sung me by the 
fireside o'er a black pot, but your city wine is a more 
stinging liquor. She left me a very fair cow, but a 
villainous thief stole me her, foul cheeve him for it ! 
and escap'd I know not whither. But all 's one; much 
good do him with it — my ladies' worship service is 
Ixjtter than a team of oxen. But the song must not 
be forgot. 

I. 

All that about me sit 
Laugh at my pleasant wit. 
And neither cough nor spit, 

Till 1 have done — a. 
For I will sing a song, 
• That fitly shall be long, 

To a cow, and not wrong 

Mount* Helicona. 

II. 

Don Quixote's Rosinant, 
And Sancho's ass errant. 
And Banks his horse do want 

What she may brag of 

♦ *♦ Clear.'' -U/e^/. 
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Tlioy would one's ImM'ch much pill. 
And ''ive one many a fall, 
Suthcient therewithal 

To break one's crag olV. 

III. 

That .fove did love a steed, 
I yet did never read ; 
But by all 'tis agreed, 

lo he loved. 
No heast upon the fiehl 
Doth man more profit yield, 
Whether alive or kill'd, 

As may be proved. 

Well, I'll to my chamber and sleep awhile ; other- 
wise I'st lia* a foul deal of (h» t(^ keep me on my legs 
this afternoon. 

Eiifrr LuKKCH. 

Jaques is now a very Barna])y ! 

////•. .Ja(jues ! s(>ho, my boy I [K.rif jA(^>rKs. 

His match is extraordinary ; sure the rogue's dead, 
he's so vtjry deaf 

The report is, that Doctor Aristotle cast himself 
into the sea because he could not, with all his ram- 
]»ling philosophy, find out the natural cause of ebb- 
ing and flowing of it ; but hiid his good scholar- 
ship been troubled with my mistress, he might ha' 
jolted his })rains out against a rock, for his (hdness in 
inventing a method of wooing to win her ladyship 
withal. I here will sit and muse. 

[N/7x in (I jnicatf plan'. 

Eitt^r Van DON A and Jaques. 

Jtiq. Indeed, madam, I will be very serviceable 
unto you, if m)w and then you will suffer me to be 
])lythe and full of merry moods. 

ran. Jafjues ! where ha you been 1 

Jinj. At the spigot. Is it not a ^Try rainy, wet day \ 
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Fan, Thou art well washed within. 

J(i(f Tis a very dark day. The sun shines very 
clear, tho' ! 

Fail. Th' ast a light head, Jaques. 

Jaq. And yet I cannot bear't steadfast on my 
shoulders ; wine*s monstrous strong ! 
Let me see, who am I ] 

Fan. Th'art a fool. 

Jaq. The play's the better for 't. 

Fan. Y'are a drunken coxcomb ; go ! 

Jaq. Thou captive Clreek, I am a Beglerbeg ! 

Fan. Thou wilt be a beggar, and thou leav'st not 
thy drinking. 

Jaq. Thou me Roxalana ! am not I tlie great 
Sultan 1 

Fan. A booby ! 

Jaq. You show your breeding, to upbraid tlie 
majesty of the Grand Signor. 

Fan. Peace ! no more fooling. 

Jaq. You are drunk with north-country balder- 
dash ; you keep no wine, water your kittens * witli 
l)eer. Nothing but wine shall be drank in my court. 

Fati. I shall be troubled with him else. Ambassa- 
dors wait your return at your palace. 

Jaq. We will withdraw ! Send the bashaws after 
me ; they shall present me wine. [Exit. 

LoRECE discloseth himself. 

Fan. Is he here 1 
1 shall be courted, certainly, and perhaps shall yield. 

Lor. Most welcome, happiest genius of my life ! 
Dearest Vandona, let your lily hand 
Enrich my lips ! 

Fan. Y'are very complimental, servant. 

Lor. Mistress ! 'i faith, I love you, as for millions 
of causes. 
So also for a natural demeanour : 
It shows me you are no offspring of the city. 

Fan. You would marry none of them, servant ? 

• "Kittlins." Uttfl. 
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Ln'. No ; six thousand pounds cannot hi<le a squint 
eye, a crooked l>ack, a red head, or a muddy liice, 
though they may gihi them. 

Van. This is very satirical ! [but there be l)eauties of 
all-cokiured hair, eyes, and compU*xions.] * 

Ijtr. I at any time will carry you to a play, either 
to the Black Friars or Cockpit. And you shall go 
to the Exchange when you will, and have as much 
money as you please to lay out. You shall find me a 
very loving husband, in troth, dear ladv. 

/ ?/«. But, servant, you have been a very debaucht 
gentleman. 

Lor. Forget what y'ave heard, and you shall hear 
no more on't. But we are extravagant ; come ! let's 
go to th' joiner. 

V(tn. To whom, and for what, Mr. Lorece ? 

I^)r. To Hymen, in his siittVon coat, to be married. 

Vnn. Some other time ; a month hence will serve. 

Lor. Then must I count another bout. 

J^an. What you please, sir. 

L(fr. Cupid, the bowman I 
I am not thy foe, man ; 
For 1 love this woman 
As well as I know man. 
And therefore I pray thee 
From mischief to stay me, 
And quickly to lay me 
In bed with this lady. 

Van. What call you this, sir ] 

Jjyr. Tis my imploration and ode. 

Van, Y'are very Huent, sir. 

I^tr. And yet neglected. But Y\\ make Cornelius 
Gallus speak English, and he shall woo for me. 

]\in. What say you, servant ? 

Lor. Be you attentive, and you shall hear. 
My sweet Yandona, fine and comely buss. 
Whose beauty milk and lilies doth surpass. 
And the sweet roses, both the white and red. 
Or Indian ivory new polished ; 

• Not in first edition. 
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O Spread ! O spread abroad thy yellow hair, 

Like glorious gold, shining out as fair ! 

Thy purest alabaster neck, and show *s 

Which from between thy graceful shoulders grows I 

Open thy starry eyes, and let us view 

Their brows above them, of a sable hue ! 

And both thy roseal cheeks let us espy. 

Beautified with a natural Tyrian die ! 

Put forth thy lips, their coral let us see. 

And, dovelike, gentle kisses give to me ! [Kisses Jn^r. 

Of amorous life thy breath did draw out part ; 

Those kisses pierced me to the very heart. 

Why didst thou suck my blood, O cruel she ? 

Henceforth thy dugs, like apples, hide from me. 

Which with ambrosial cream shall swell thy breast, 

Discloseth cinnamon ; I yield, and best 

Delights arise from thee ! Yet thy paps cover, 

Wliose growth and beauty do make me a lover. 

For seest thou not that languishing I lie ? 

A man half dead, how canst thou thus destroy ? 

Van, This is mere flattery. 

Ltrr, Tis but a spark, madam ! an almost invisible 
atom of truth, which can scarce be discern'd in the 
sunshine of your perfections ! Credit me, madam ! 

Van, They are most childish that will believe all 
their servants say, my most poetical servant. 

Lor, Most obilurate la<ly ! 

Van, Will you wrangle 1 

Lcrr. Was ever widow so hard to win ] Sure your 
husband got not your maidenhead, you are so back- 
wanl. 

Van. Adieu, sir. 

Lor, Not yet, I ])ray you, sweetest lady, if 

Van, Pray you, trouble me with no more speeclit^s. 

Imt. O cruel reply to a lover's suit I 
If ever you have felt this passion's })ain. 
If ever you would pitie<l be yourself. 
Or if you know that love hath power to kill. 
For all these, which you heretofore have l)een 
Subject unto, commist rate a heart 

E 
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So full of lovo for you that it will break 

If you deny. 

But if you will remain inexorable, 

And frown on him who aye must fawn on you, 

1 wish my fortune may be yours, and that. 
If ere you love, you may be served so. 

Vfni. I'm but a woman, and these words M'ould 
move 
A stupid rock to pity. Sir, I can 
Resist no more ; your tongue has magic in 't. 
You have o'ercome me ; and enjoy your conquest. 

Jm/\ My dear widow, let me kiss thee for this ! Thy 
date of wearing black is almost out. O my joy ! me- 
thinks I could outsing old Homer, the nine Muses, 
and put their patron Apollo out of fame ! 

£nfer Falorus, Cleanthe, and Phy(JIN01S in 

hrnre oppanl. 

My Vandona, yonder is my brother ! he will be joyful 
t«> hear of mv good foitune. 

Fnl. Who's he 1 

Clf. A friend of mine, my lord. 

Fid. I shall be desirous, sir, both for your own and 
for Anclethe's sake, to be better ac(piainted with you. 
May I demand your name ? 

7V/////. Your servant is call'd Phyginois. 

Fal. How have you sped, brother ? 

Lw: She will be called your sister. Salute her ! go, 
kiss her for 't. 

F(d. Lady, I hope my brother will deserve you, 
[By proving an affectionate husl)and to you.]* 

Fhi/ff. ^ladam, I am a stranger, but will endeavour 
to make myself known unto you by any service I can 
do you. 

Vdfi. Thank you, sir ! 

J'hi/<j. My Nentis doth excel her sister. [Jside. 

Dn: Come, brother I will you go with us ? 

Fid. I'll wait upon your mistress. 

[Exeunt Falorus, Lorece, ami Vandona. 

* Not in first edition. 
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Cle. My faithful friend, may all thy wishes prosper, 
And a fair end crown them most happily. 

Plnjg. Sweetest of ladies ! 

Cle, Thou didst prefer goodness before the raising 
of thy house. 

Phiig, It griev'd me to think so noble a lady should 
be so poorly disposed of ; 
My brother's birth nor fortune could deserve you. 

Cle, I was ignorant, and might have undone my- 
self 

Phifg. But I did pity you. 

Cle, And ever have obliged me to you for 't. 

Phjg, If your sister's woman, Mistress Nentis, 1h» 
obstinate, and you prosper. 
Hereafter you may do me a multitude of favours. 

Cle. I ne'er will fail to do the best I can. Now, let 
us follow them. 
Love is a passion not to l)e withstood, 
And, until hearts be mutujil, never good. [Erennt. 



Scene mi. 

EnJer Cauionil, mlns, like n trnfro, iu sf range apiKirel. 

(Air. A lover's life is like the various year. 
Which hardly bears one form a fortnight's space. 
He, sure, deserves respect, that to olitiun 
His mistress thinks all trouble a content. 
These two years have not had as many (juarters 
As I disguises, — scarce jis many days 
As I devices, and yet to no puq)ose. 
What I may do in this I cannot guess, 
But for my own purpose must hope the best. 
My late long residence i' th* Spanish court, when I lay 

there lieger ambassador, 
Hath made me speak the Ciistilian langu.age ]>er- 

fectly ; 
Wliich will be my great furtherance, l)ecause 
Polidacrc affects that tongue exceedingly, 
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And I know will gladly give nie a free access 
Unto his house at all times. 

Estoy yo, conio deve, muy lol)rego ; 
Porqiie de mi, Liicora haze un negro. 

Eufer PouDACRE, LrcoRA, and Nentis. 

They shall not see me yet. 

Luc. Sir, your daily imj>ortunacies have so moved 
me, that I must yield unwillingly; only, I re(|uest t<» 
have our marriage deferr'd a month. Dear sir, do not 
deny me this ! 

J'ol. I thank thee, girl ! 

Elder Falorus. 

Welcome, Falorus I My (hiughter's yours after four 
we«*ks he past. 

FaL Worthy sir, y'are too lx)untiful. Most excel- 
lent Lucora, you will make my fortune envied. 1 
must dissemble yet, for I will not wrong Carionil. 

Ken, I like this well. 

Ltic. But I will rather die than have him. [Asuff. 

Car. I do not doubt my friend. 

Pol. I have laboured much for you. 

Car. Now I'll disclose mvself, and counterfeit the 
negro as well as I can. 

Araucava. 

Y pues en todos tiemj)os, y occasiones 
For la causo commun sin cargo alguno, 
En ])attalas formachis, y esquadrones 
Puede usar dehis armas ca(hi uno : 
Por las misnuis le^itimas razones 
Es licito el com])ate de uno a uno, 
A pie, a cavallo, armado, disarmado, 
Ora se a campo a]>ierto, ora estoca(h>. 

Don Carionil, would I could hear of thee I 

Liii\ He is the })rav'st proportioned African I ever 
saw. [Aside. 
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/W. I will Speak to him. 
I lull a ^ vostej y^iujlts f 

Car, Yes, sir ! I learned your language at Bnixels. 

Pol, I shall be most glad, sir, to be acquainted with 
you. 

Car, Grave Nelides* years be doubled, most honour- 
able hero, upon you ! Your courtesy has won one of 
the chiefest Ethiopian lords to become your servant. 

Lm, What an unequallM carriage he is of! [Asiae. 

Car, You look, sir, like a noble gentleman. 1 
salute you ! 

Fal. Well, Don Carionil, may'st thou prosper. Your 
mistress has consented a month hence to marry me ; 
but doubt me not, my friend ! 

Car, According to the Ethiopian custom, 
( Treat lady, I adore your pantoHe ! 

Luc, You are a worthy and a noble Moor. 

Car. This is your shadow ; you shall command me, 
fair one. 

Nen, Thank you, sir. 

Pol, I heard you mention Carionil ] 

Car, 'Tis true, I did so. 

When we were in the Spanish court together, — 
I being commanded thither an aml)ivssador 
From th' Emi)eror of botli the Ethiopias 
And of the mighty kingdoms and vast countries 
Of Goa, Catfares, Fatigar, Angola, 
Bame, Balignoza, Adea, Vagne, and Goyame, — 
He wrong'd me ; and I am come hither to seek him. 
And with my sword to punish his rude langufige. 
If you will tell me, sir, where I may find him. 
You shall etenially oblige me to you. 

Pol, He is lately dead, sir. 

Car. You do but jest ! 

Fal. I was with him when he died. 

Car, Then he had not so honourable an end Jis w;us 
intended him. 

Pol, If I should not seem too inquisitive, I would 
desire to know your cpiarrel. 

Lxic. I am much Uiken with this object. [y/i///^'. 
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Car. You may comnian<l me any tiling. 
We, meeting in the presence one afternoon, 
'Mongst many things, did happen to discourse 
Of ladies. He said that none of all the world 
Were so beautiful as the 8j)anish. 
I, that had read in many histories 
The English have the hest and loveliest faces. 
Did tell him so, yet could not change his mind. 
After long altercations, he grew hot, 
(xave me the lie reproachfully, which forced me to tell 
him, that though 1 owed so nuich honour to both the 
majesties of our great masters iis not for private 
wrongs to disturb our embassies, I meant, l>efore I 
died, to visit his country, and call him there unto a 
strict account. 

Pol. I thank you for your free relation. 
While you intend to stay in England, use 
My house at your pleasure! ; I pray you, <lo. 
Your com[)any will be always welcome to me ; 
And I love the Castilian language, which 
Vou sj)eak both readily and i)urely. 
May I demand your name 1 

Car. 'Tis Tucapelo, and I'm subject t<> 
(Ireat Prester John, whose powerful sceptre awes 
Si.\ty-two kings ; and in Oarama live, 
Magnificent for silken palaces. 

Fal. His l)ehaviour is without susjucion. [Jsulc 

Ptfl. 'Tis dinner-time, or nigh ; pray you be my 
guest I 
You shall be very welcome, [sir, both now and at all 
times.] ♦ 

Car. I'll wait upon you. 

P(t/. Falorus, let me entreat your .stay ! 

/'(//. Yon shall ccmimand me. 

'id PoLiDAC'RE, Carionil, and Faluki.s. 
ijurious tyrant, love ! Nentis ! 

Xcn. Madam ! 

Lfir. Stay a little. 

How frail is any woman's resolution ! 

* Not ill fii«t edition. 
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I, that so seriously have often thought 

Never to change my name, am now become 

A slave unto a Moor ! I feel the mighty 

Fabric of all my maiden virtue totter. 

What can befal me worse 1 But I may as well 

Withstand a volley of shot, and as easily, 

As resist these new desires. 'Tis very sti-ange 

That I, who have denied the earnest suit 

Of so complete a gentleman as was 

Carionil, and neglected his friend, — 

For I will rather steal away, and do 

Mean services to my inferiors 

Than be his wife, — should doat upon a person 

Some ladies scarce dare look upon, — a Moor, 

A sunburnt Moor I'm utter stranger to ! 

What would my father say if he should know 

My thoughts 1 Banish me ever from his sight, 

And never more think of Lucora s name. 

But love is not confin'd to the opinion 

Of others. Oh, this is a revenge for my 

Slighting of brave Carionil ; yet, if 

He were alive ag.ain, I could not love him. 

Alas, I am undone I O that my fates 

Had been so kind as to have wrought my heart 

Fit and propense to have requited him ! 

Nentis, will you be silent of my love ? 

Be so good, Nentis. 

Nen. Why, madam, will you have this blackamoor ? 
Methinks my lord Falorus is a handsomer man by 
much. Alas ! he will take you beyond the sea. 

L^ic. Nothing is strong enough to divert me. 

Nen. Your secrets, madam, are as safe in my brejist 
us yours. 

Lu^. Befal what will, I am resolv'd. 
Affection that doth tend 
Not crookedly, but to a noble entl, 
Is worthy ; and they stubbornly repine 
At their creation who from it decline. [K.icuHf ainhw. 
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AtT IV. SCKNE I. 

Entf-r Phylandek ((fid Antiphila. 

yV////. Sweetest Aiitii>liila ! 

Aiifi. I-W(mdt% sir, in what 1 have so forfcitvd iiiv 
faith 
That I cannot hv crodittHl. 

7V////. Urge nie not, hidy, unto a belief 
That will l)e my de.struction. 
Delay nie ratlier with a little hope, 
And save me from despair. 

An a. I can but say what I have said already ; 
You do not trust my tongue. Pray take a parchnu'Ut, 
And there inscri]>e a sad and solemn oath, 
And I'll subscribe that I will never have you. 

PIn/l. The fatal raven's hoarse crying 
Is Thracian nmsic unto your rei)ly. 
Would I had heard a thousand mandrakes groan, 
80 you had left me in silence I 

And. I i>ity you ; luit did you know me truly, you 
Would bless my denial, young Phylander. 

rhifl. Bless it! ladv, 
Durst I but l)e so horribly profane 
As to curse anything yt)U ])lease to do, 
1 would go study im]irecatious, and 
Vent them in jdaces that are haunted by 
Wild walking dc^vils j but my grand atfection 
(%»ndemns that violence.* Do not then su]>j)ose 
That, though you were a Succubus, I durst 
Utter such im])ious breath. Be all the faults, 
That either truth or [>oets' fictions 
Have strewn onf women, in you, I will love you 
With serious admiration. 

./////. Sir, I will releivse your aflection. 

Ph'/L Impossible I 

Not the fairest creature, by diligent search pick'd out 

* This line, ** Hut my j,'raiul afTectiou," etc., uot in first edition. 
t ** Shewn in." \f>t nl. 
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Of all the infinite myriads of l)eauties 
Selected from the spacious kingdoms of 
The earth, and I might choose her freely, 
Should win upon my heart to dispossess you ; 
She should not, lady. 

yinti. You will not hear me I 

Phyl. Then may eternal deafness seize upon me I 
Speak, lady ; and though you do say the last 
Word I shall ever hear, I will with joy 
Be most attentive : the dark cave of sleep 
Is not more quiet. 

AntL I am contracted. 

PhijL You are not, lady ! 

A nil. I am, sir. 

Phi/l. Unto my father ] 

^idi. No. 

P/ii/L Then sentence his sure death by naming hiiu. 

Anii, Will you destroy the man 1 love 1 

Phyl. And you him that loves you ? 

Anii, What is done cannot be undone. 

Phyl. It shall! 

Anti You must not know his name therefore. 

Phyl, If there l>e any manhocKl in his breast, 
He shall disclose himself. I'll challenge him 
By such sure circumstances, and set the papers 
On public places by the i)lay-bills, that if 
He dares but use a sword he will l)e known. 

Aidi. So you will pul)lish my disgrace. 

Phyl. Too true. lady, dear Antiphila, 
Give me his name ! I will not kill him foully ; 
We will meet fairly. I may die upon 
His sword, and you thereby be freed from my 
Unworthy suit. 

Anti. Sir, promise me one thing, and I will tell you. 

Phyl. Here is my hand ; you shall chann me ! 

Anti. I must lie, and grossly, to be rid of his court- 
ship, [^.'imlc. 
It is Tandorix. You must not speak of it to any, 
Or quaiTel alx)ut it. 

Phyl. 'Tis not ! you mock nn^ sweet Antiphila. 
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Juii, Iiuleetl, Phy lander, I do not. 
You will be secret for my sake, until 
1 do release you from your promise. 

Phj/I. Y'ave had my hand ; silence must be my death. 

Anti. I'll leave you, sir, and build upon your wonl, 
For I perceive you are disjdeas'd. [Exit Anti phi la. 

r/iijl. This 'tis to be a fool, which is the truest 
And briefest detinition of a lover. 
What fury fascinated so my senses 
As wilfully to make me become a slave 
Unto the childish ])assions of a woman i 
On this occasion would I understood 
The saddest e]>ithets of necromancy. 
That I might join them to this sex. () my heart ! 
1 am o'ercome with rage, and will be rather 
A perjurd Mahommechm, and wade 
Through streams of blot>d into her anns, than a 
Soft-conscienc'd ass and let this villain have her. 
Could envious hell suppose a body of 
So delicate a com]>osition could 
Within it lodge a mind so poor and worthless I 
This is a woman's weakness ; no, 'tis a baseness 
Cannot be match'd in all the faults of man. 
But why am I so angry I I will show 
My fury not in idle breath, but <leeds ; 

Enti't' KusiNUA. 

And this shall be the time. Thou base ambitious 
Slave, before we part thou die.st I 

Iios. O good sir, why ? I nt^'er offended you. 
HcN'iven knows I love you best of all the world. 

PJij/l. Thou art the hinder nice of all the bliss 
I could expect or wish for upon earth. 

Iios. Sir, let me hear the reason of your rage, 
And, if you find that I have injur'd you, 
I will not beg for life. 

J*/u/I. Find it ! I know it clearly. 

And will not honour thee, vile man, so much 
As t' let my tongue join such une<pial names. 

J!ns. I understjuul you not. Dear sir, be j)lain ! 
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PhyL Art thou prepar'd to die 1 If not, kneel here, 
And j)ray thyself into a readiness. 

lio$. Be not so violent ! 

Phjl, Repent ! 

Ros. Let me understand my offence. The chrisom 
child ♦ 
Is not more innocent of wrongs to you 
Than guiltless I. 

PhiiL The tears of cn^odiles I 

lias. I humbly do up(m my knees implore y«Mi 
That you thus rashly will not take away 
The life you never cim restore, and will 
Bewail for in an over-late repentance. 

Phyl, To heaven, and not to me, make orisons. 
I am resolved. 

llos. For your deceased mothers sake, at wliosi^ 
Sad funeral letter I was entertain'd 
Into your father's family, and for 
Those tears and sighs and sorrows she did weej), 
(iroan, ami express at her delivery of you. 
Be merciful unto a faultless stran»rer. 

Phjl. A tedious and an exquisite t(»rture for 
Thy death should not deter me from it. My mother, 
Could she arise out of her wat'ry grave, 
Api)ear in both our views, and Im? an elo(|uent 
Suppliant unto me for thy life, should not 
Prevail to win me to it. 

Pi(ts. Then nothing will satisfy. Keej) in your sword ; 
I am your m(>ther. Draw off this periwig, 
Ami my face will establish your l>elief 

PhyL It does indeed. Here, prostrate on my knees, 
For my rude language I do crave remission. 

llos. And you obtain it, and my blessing too ; 
But you deserve blame for your violent fury. 

PhyL O let me kiss your gracious hand, and seal 
My pardon on your happy lii)s ! 
Why did you grieve us for the sad rej>oit 
Of vour untimelv end ? 

7iV/x. You shall know all anon. But yet conceal 

* ^>ce Dftvenant's Wmks in thin srrioH, vol, i. p. 71). 
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My l>eiii<r, till y'»ur fatli<T's lovr he rijKS 
Ami ^rowii niaturc for a stxtond marriage ; 
I |)rav you, do. 

/'/////. M<.tlier, I will. 

Now I've good lio])e Antiphila will l)c mine. [Ejruui. 



S«ENE II. 

E/iter Carionil. Lucora, (fnd Nentis. 

t'ftr. And, my lady, you shall not wish anything. 
If that an human ])ower can o))tain it, 
Hut I will niak<* it yours. I hope you do 
Not wrong my love with a susjucion 
That I cannot ])errorm whate'er I promise i 

Lftr, 1 do not, sir, distrust your affection ; 
Hut give me leave to (h)uht T shall not live 
According to my content in ^Ethiopia, 

('(ir. Alost nohle lady, I, that have seen hoth jdaces, 
Hare ])romise you you will. 

Lur. I cannot tell, sir ; I must believe you. 

Car. For these few words, whose sweetness doth 
exc<M;d 
Vjist and elaborate volumes of eloquence, 
May all the joys that ever have made happy 
The numerous Queens and Em]>reSvSes that have 
Hcen onh'unents and glories to the world. 
Meet unto their ])erfection in you. 

Lf/r. My Tucai)elo I when I did see you first, 
1 fell in love as dee]) as lady could. 

Oir. And may 1 die when, in im])erfect thoughts, 
You do repent your choice. Mistress, 1 can 
Make famous (tamara* as jdeasing to you 
As is your native country. You shall find 
Delights ahov(i not ecjual to your mind. 

Luc. Sir, your company shall he all things unto me. 

* Qf/. "Amliura?" "Bisiflcs Auxma, tlicre arc no cities in 
Hald'ssinia, ami Imt fow towns. Tiny liave neither castles nor 
t«>rts, 'J'lio ci'lolnated ni'MintaiiiH of Ainliani are tlieir onely 
ritudtls, wliort' tlu' King's cliil«lrt'n were f(»nnerly conimitted to 
cuNto«ly. - Iifulol[>lH'iK' Nf tf Hi-<t'n'ji of Ethiopia. IsOVaX. 1682^ folio. 
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Car. You shall not touch one drop of water but shall 
lie of more virtue than the Tiie^pian spring, 
Where reverent poets of the former times 
Quatf'd off huge bowls to great Apollo's health. 
Young virgins, whose sweet voices do exceed 
Mnemos}iie's daughters, shall sing you asleep 
Each night ; and, when you grace the happy woods 
With your rich presence, they shall make a concert 
With the innocuous choristers of the sj>ring, 
To entertain the mistress of my life. 

Xen. And I go thither, they shall teach me to sing. 

[Asit/c. 

Car. The jewel-tippets of your ears shall weigh 
The curious ])oints of precious icicles, 
When Leo breathes hot vapours on the earth. 
Your seilulous slaves, enrich'd by noble blood, 
Shall be^r your litter through the tedious streets 
Of Gamara ; while all the gallant youth 
Within it nins to wonder at your beauty ! 

Luc. I do believe you love me so much, sir. 
That you will show it all the ways you can ; 
And I do thank you for it, and love you, 
And I will show it all the ways I can. 

Car, O happiest speech my ears did ever hear I 
Amphion's music made not such a sound ; 
Nor Orpheus' lute, that tim'd the stubborn spleen 
Of Hell's inhuman dog, when he did play 
For the redemption of his ravish'd s])ouse ; 
Nor Phoebus, w^hen unto his gold-strung lyre 
He for superiority did sing 
His sweetest anthems and Ix'st madrigals 
Against ambitious Pan, made harmony 
To parallel the sweetness of your tongue. 

Luc. If that all my encUiavours can deserve 
At this height your affection, by my fault 
It never shall decrease. 

Car, You over-act me much, but never shall 
Have thoughts beyond me ! 

Luc. I pray you spare my company a while ; 
A while I would be private with my woman. 
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Cor. Lady, 1 will <li) thinj^s unwillingly 
At your command ; but j;iv(» me license, fairest, 
To print my heart upon your heavenly lips 
Kre my departure henre. — [Kisses h^^r.^ — The Ottoman 

Emperors, 
In tlu^ir immense serai^lio never saw 
Vour matchless features in their numberless 
Successive multitU(U*s. I am so blest, 
That my excessive j(»ys cannot be i^uess'd. 

JjHC. Neutis ! [Ar// CarioNIL. 

Xvii. Madam. 

lAir. Unfold thy lieart unto me. Let me know 
What thou;;hts thou hast of me. 

Xcn. I may otfend. 

Luc. Indeed thou shalt not ! 

Xtn. Then 1 do wonder, madam, that you will 
Bestow yourself, I think, unworthily. 

Lnr. How ? 

Neil. This is unple<ising to you ; I will })e 
Hereafter silent. I luive offended you. 

Lni', No ; procee<l I 

Xcih. You are a lady until now unstain'd 
With any blot, save obstinacy to 
The brave decea.s'd Carionil, and will you 
(iive the world rejuson, a good one, — j)ardon 
My hone.st boldne.ss, ma<lam, — to tax your ju<lgment. 
And, which is worse, your virtue, for this choice ? 
Is not Falorus far more worthy of you ? 
Marry him, nuuhim, and live still in England. 
I'm sure mv counsel would l)e seconded 
By all the friends you hav(*, did they but know 
As much as I. But, madam, if you have 
Settled your affection past recall, and are 
licsolved, I will be most obedient 
And secret unto all your purposes. 

Luc. And wilt thou go to Ethiopia with me ? 

Xcn. If I do get no s(^rvant before, and if 
You will, if I dislike the country, give 
Me li])erty to return honn*. 

L»r. Most willingly. 
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i//i/<^r Falorus, Cleanthe, mid Phyginois. 

Nen. My Lord Falorus ! 

Lw, Where 1 

Phyg, If I can find the least opportunity, 
I will trj% Neiitis, of what metal th' art made. 

/'(//. 1 hope, mistress, our company 
Is not unwelcome to you. 

Lnc. Bv no means, sir. 

FuL How gently it pass'd her tongue ! 
For that sweet word I kiss your hand, dear lady. 

Luc, Where did you leave my father, my lord 1 

FaL Above, a-reading Guicciardin. 

Nen, Sir, I can perceive when I am flatter'd. 

Phytj, Earnest expressions of love deserve a better 
name. 

Nen. Why, sir, I cannot believe you love me. 

Phjg, You need not doubt of that, mistress ; I do 
With as much fervency as servant can. 
I do beseech you, lady, to believe me. 

Nen. They are of easy faiths that believe all their 
servants say.* 

Luc. What ail you, my lord ? you are not well. 

Fal. Unwelcome guest, away ! I was thinking of 

Luc. Of what? 

FaL I ha' forgot. Would they would all love me ! 

[^Aiiide. 
I am most strangely altered on the sudden ; 
My friendship, I fear, will be too weak a tie 
To make me silent. 

Cle. My lord ! 

FaL Thou hadst a master did deserve thee l)etter. 

Cle. But he is dead, and I am yours by his 
Last legacy. 

FaL What woukVst thou say ? [Aside. 

Cle, I hope youVe well ! 

FaL He has found out an alteration in me ; 

[Friraiehj. 
I must beware of public signs. I was 

* This line not in first edition. 
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Full of Carionil ; my t]iou«,'hts wen? hwsy 
Concernini: him. 

Madam, 1 pray you pardon my neglt^ct 
Of friMjuoiit visits ; 1 have Inru too guilty. 

Luc. You have not offended. 

Fa/. 'Tis your great goodness to say so. 

A'en, Tliis, sir, is too imjmrtunate. 

J*hf/fj. Too slack, dear mistress; but wink at my 
insufficiency. 

Nen. You said you love no woman in tlie world 
Hut mo. 

J*hi/fj. And may you hate me if I do. 

Nen. As 1 see you rea<ly to give me full satisfaction 
that you mean faithfully, so shall you find me willing 
to requit<.* you. 

PIif/(j. No man can boast such happiness. 

Xea. Sir, be moderate. You're not so sure of me 
but, upon occiwion, I can retin* ; neither would I havi* 
the comi»any take notice of us. 

J^Jtfjfj. You shall commanil me, mistress. 

F((l. These passions are new to me ; would 1 were 
j)rivat€ ! 
I never did observe her so well before. 

Luc. My lord ! 

Fdl. What sav v<>u, ma<lam ? 

Ltir. You saw not my brother, Phylan<ler, to-day ( 

FdJ. No, truly, lady, 1 did not ! 

Lur. Your l)rother, Nentis savs, shall shortlv be 
married to 
The rich widow, her sister. 

Fal. So he doth hope. 

Enier Tandorix. 

Hos. Madam, dinner stavs of vou ! 
Lnc. You hear, my lonl I 

Fal. Nay, Anclethe, stay not for me ; wait on the 
lady. 
I'll follow immediately. 

[Exriint LucouA, Nkntis, Piiyoinois. (/m/ 
Cleanthk. 
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What ails me i Let me see ! 

Wliat is the cause of such an alteration 

I find within me I Doubtless it is love. 

To whom ? to whom but to the woitliiest 

And sweet Lucora 1 Take heed, 'tis danu<rous ! 

A sudden ruin so will seize my friendship, 

And prove my former protestations 

Feign'd untruths. Cannot the noble name 

Of young Carionil prevent me ? No ; 

Nor certainty of all the evil wills 

Of all the friends I have. 

Were both our better genius orators. 

And here embraced fost my knees, and wept 

Miraculous U»ars to quench the rising flames 

Lucora's irresistible eyes have kindhnl 

In me, or to drown this late impression love 

Hath sealed upon my heart, I'd be as remorseless 

As the most stern and unremoved Scythian, 

And deafer than the people that inhabit 

Near the Egyptian cataracts of Nile. 

But I am base, base to infringe the knot 

Of amity a long and serious knowledge 

Of each other hath tied betwixt us. 'Twere saf'« r 

Sailing with drunken marinei's between 

Hard Scylla and Charylnlis, than to suffer 

My much divided thoughts, and forth of them 

To work such a conclusion to my ])assions 

As might hereafter confirm me noble in 

The opinion of the world. But I'm most ignorant, 

And know not what to do. Would I were so 

Distraught that my own s<'lf 1 could not know ! 

( Jirif. 

Scene lu. 

/>///</• LoKKrE und VaNDoNA. 

L/fr. Sweet mistress I your bounty will lu'conu* 
An envy unto future times. 
I'dii. So let your love, sir. 

F 
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Lor. But speak, my dear; what liappy day shall give 
A fair conclusion unto all niv wishes ? 

V 

Vim. AVhat haste, good servant? 

Enttr »lA(^rEs. 

Jjyr. Nay, be not ant^ry, sweet ! 

Jaq. Madam, and please you, your own good servants 
desire to show your worshij)S some pretty pastime. 

Van. It pleases us well ; when begins it ? 

Jaq. J^'en presently. I'll go and tell them all what 
a woman you are. [7s./'/7 Jaques. 

Lftr. This is not usual with you. 

Van. Indeed, servant, so seldom, that 1 remember 
not the like. 
Sure 'tis for your entertainment. They think 1 have 
Been a niggard of it, and lielj)'d to make it out. 

Ijw. You are too good ! 

Van. So you can never be. 

Lar. And yet I will not fail to do my best. 

Van. I i)ray you do not, dear Lorece, for 'tis a good 
resolution. 

Enter Clownish Maskers. 

Jjrr. 1 see we .shall have some odd thing. 

Van. 1 wish, sir, it may prove worthy your laughter. 

Lor. My fair Vandona, I believe you will have your 
desire. 

Van. Jaques is among them ; he may move you. 

Jaq. An' eitlier of you ask what's here, 'tis a mask, 
AVhich we actors do hoi)e will cont^^nt you ; 
If not, when it ends let us all i)art friends. 
And of your attention go in and repent you. 
I hope your w orships will say 1 have pronounc'd this 
well enough ? 

hrr. To my content, honest Jaques. 

Van. I'm glad you like it. 

Jaq. Come, Hymen, thou fellow that always wear'st 
yellow, 
Draw near in thy frock of saffron ; 
Once more, I say, api)ear before this gentleman here. 
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And this lady in the white apron 

If the hoy thou dost hring has a voice fit to sing, 

Let's have a merry new ballet. 

Begin thou the song, and it will not be long, 

\Ve hope, before he will follow 't. 

A Song. 

Iltjmrii. Say, boy, who are fit to be 
Join'd into a unity ? 
1)01/. They that will permit their wives 
To live pleasant quiet lives. 
And will never entertain 
Thoughts of jealousy, if vain. 
Hijni. Now, boy, let this couple hear 

What should be the woman's can* i 
Boij. A wife should be secret, true. 
Most obedient, and no shrew ; 
Should obey her husband's will, 
While therein she finds no ill. 
Omjies, Such a wife, and husband too, 
We do wish both him and you. 
Lor, Prithee, sweet, let's be married this afternoon, 

and this shall be our epithalamion. 
Van. Stay my leisure, good servant ; 't will not be 

long. 
Jaq, Now, if you please to Ccost a glance hither, ye 
shall see us dance. 
Fiddlers, play, begin and strike ; what ye see do not 
dislike. [^/'-^T/ (I'lft^'f- 

Ijor. What a mad toy 'tis, mistress I 
Pan. Jaques ! this day use my wine cellar; you and 
your company 
May be as free in it as you will. 

Ilyjiu Her ladyship says well ! (iood now ; hoi let's 
go thither 
Without more ado. 

Jaq. Goodman Wedlock, where was ycmr mind, 
mar'lel* Is there not a piece behind yet? I'll not 
budge a foot till 1 have disciiargd it, 

• I marvel. 
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///////. Out with it, tlirii ! 

J(tq. Mr. Marriage, put me not out with your ^riii 
niu,:; ; for an' you <l(», all's spoil'd. 

(feiitleinan and madam, you have seen 
What our mask and i)ertormance hath been. 
If you like hoth, 'tis well ; and if hut one, 
Of the other would we had <h)ne none. 
For clai)[)in,iL; your hands we eare not two chips. 
We are satistied if you j<»in your li])s. 
[.nr. I thank you all. 
Vaif. And so do I. You now mav ljo. 
Jaq. And so we nuist, for 1 ha' done. All s donr ; 
this liLst what-d<»-you-call was the full end of it. 
Ifijm, Why go we not \ 

lloij. I am very dry with sinicing and dancing. 
Jijq. Follow me to the wine cellar ! 

[Ejiimt Maskers. 
Van. You must kee]) your promise ; you are ex- 
pected hy this. 
Ij)}'. liady, 1 kiss your hand : this is my rale. As 
often as 1 come 
I'll seal my welcome on your lips. Fan'Wtdl, widow '. 
Van. UemcmJjer my .st-rvice to your lu'other. 
L(n\ Connnand me anything. [E.a inU amJut. 



Scene iv. 

E)itn- CaJUONIL, solus. 

Car. The te<lious winter of mv many '^-iefs 
Her calmer heavenly hieath hath now hlown ovrr. 
And all my tears and siidis are now converted 
Into a happiness will soon he ])erfect. 
The gallant courtier, Paris Alexander, 
When he had st(»le the young Atrides' bride, 
The sister of the two Tindarides, 
And with great triumphs entered into Troy, 
Was sad and melancholy unto me. 
llow wise the fates are ! Ere we can obtain 
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l\irtoot fruition of the thing wc love, 
We must break through great difficulties and tedious, 
Unto the end that we may more esteem 
And prize our happiness when we achieve it. 
Thanks, excellent lady ! for your gracious promise ; 
May every lover henceforth bless your tongue. 
She hath prefix'd this hour to be the time 
Wherein I shall outgrow all ho])e, and fix 
Upon the proudest height of fortune's wheel. 
Hail, happy hour I This is her cham])er window, 
And this the (hjor wherel)y she must escape. 

Enkr Ll^COHA and Nentis, ahore. 

Shine well, ye stars ! and let this project lind 
Your influences to a lover kind. 

Nen, See, madam, he is come ! my lord Tucapelo 
has not trespass'd on a minute. 

Luc. Then is our parting near ; your new servant 
hath prevented your journey. 

Car. Nentis ! 

Jaic. Most honoured Tucapelo, 1 am here 
In presence, to give answer to my love. 

Car. Are you ready, worthiest lady I 

Luc. I am, my love I 

Car. Neglect your jewels; (Janiara shall suj»ply 
you. 

Luc. I care ft>r nothing if I have but you. 

Car. Descend, my dear ! eacli minute is an age 
Until I crown my joys witli your possession. 

Luc. I come ! Nentis, farewell I Ileport that my 
Escape was unto thee unknown, and th:it 
I stole away when tluKi wast fast ashn^p ; 
I would not have thee blam'd for me. Excuse 
Me to my father all the way.s I have 
Instnicted thee in. [J)i\<a'.'i(hi/if. 

Car, Cynthia, triumi)h ! an<l let thy brother hear 
His eyes did never witness such a stealth ; 
Be proud in thy pale lustre, and make known 
Apollo doth tell talcs, but thou ti-ll'st none. 
Not yet I How te<lious seems a moment ! 
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Delays in love 

A\'oiiltl raise impatience in Olympic Jove. 

Enter LucoRA ami Nextis. 

But she is entered ! Welcome, sw(»et Lucora ! 
A])ove expression welcome ! My crown of joy 
I would not clian^^e for an imperial scej)tre. 

Lur. I am most liapi)y in your love, dear friend. 
Thcinks, uood Nentis ! My woman cannot ^n 
Mith 's. 

Cfir. Then farew(dl, Xentis ! 

Ke?i. May the i)ropitious heavens 
Crown ])oth vour heads with all fair fortune. 

City. Our thanks go with you ! [AV/7 Xentis. 

Lnc. It is your promise, sir, that I shall live 
Without contradiction in my reli^^don, — 
Enjoy my conscience freely : Your vow was solemn. 

(/((/'. I do acknowledi^e it, and will perform it 
True. Xot to be denied] what a great frost chills 
my affection ! 

Jjfc. Then I'll he confident. 

C(t/\ You mav ! 

I am amaz'd and lost within a wonder. 
Let me consider ; have I cause to h)ve 
A lady that hath so much neglected nui 
That she hath preferr'd a negro ? and, 'tis likely, 
When she knows nu', will care as little for nu* 
As e'er slu^ did, and, if she meets with one 
Of this comj»lcxi(m I feign, confer 
Her perfect love upon tlu* slave 1 'Tis clear 
I have no reas(ui to do it ; neither will I, 
For I am free, know liberty a^ain : 
This poor un worthiness in her hath loos'd me. 
Would it not be a weakness in me — let nu' argue it — 
To bestow myself u])on a woman of 
So obstinate a nature, that she lov'd me less 
When she believ'd that for her sake 1 had 
Dont* violence upon myself? It would be 
A matchless oiu', beyond example, and which 
Futun* times would a<lmire but not ])arallel I 
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Lw, Come, shall we hence ] Delay is dangerous. 

Car. No ! be it what it will. 

Luc. We must not stay here long. 

Car. Nor will we. 

Luc. Alas! what ails my noble Tuca- 

pelo ? 
You had not wont to answer me so slightly. 
Do you not love me still ] 

Car. No ! 

Lxic. The heavens forbid ! I am Lucora ! 

Car. I do confess you are, but must deny 
I love you. 

L^LC. I could endure your sword with better ejiso. 
Use 't, and revenge what ignorant ill I have 
Committed against you. I had rather die 
By your dear hand than to return from hence 
Witli this strong poison in my ])reast. 

Car. Kill you ] 
Lady, I would not do it to obtain 
The sovereignty of the sea-parted earth. 
Live many years in happiness ; 1 wisli it 
With all my soul, else may I die unwept for. 
But give me leave to leave you, and bestow 
Laughter, not tears, for my inconstancy. 
Think me unworthy of your worthy self, 
For I cannot love you, nor will many you. 

Liic. Surely you will ! Have you a cause to l>e 
So merciless unto a passionate lady, 
One thfit so truly wonders at your worths ] 
I pray you, sir, jest not so solemnly ; 
Thunder is music in my ears to this. 

Car. I do not ! Credit me, most fair Lucora, 
I am in earnest, nor would I spend tlie time 
In words. Shall I call Nentis ] 

L\u:. Rather call basilisks to look me dead, 
Than her to help me mourn your unkind parting ! 
O do not thus ! wherein am 1 deform'd 
So suddenly, that you so soon should leave me 1 

Car. This is a trouble to yourself; you cannot 
Speak words enough to make me yours. 
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Luc. Can 1 not speak sutiiciently ] Then 1 
Will try it' there he iiiairie in mv knees. 
Look, sir, a lady kn<'els to you for love, [She kneels. 
To whom the nohlest in the realm haye sued. 

Car. All is in yain. 

Lnr. Thou man, that art more lasting in thy fury 
Tlian the Egyptian wondei* thrt>uich the storms 
Of many l>leak tempestuous winters ; 
Say, worthless man, if it Itecomes thee well 
To let a lovinir la<ly kneel to thee. 
And thou ])e merciless and not raise her up \ 

Car. 1 ])ray you, rise ! 

Lnc. And will you then be reconcil'd unto me f 

Car. No, I cannot. 

Lar. Then will I turn a statue. 

Car. 1 i»ray you leave me, and forget me ever ; 
Henceforth you shall not see me any more ! 

Lac. Not see you any more ? 
() faithless man, and full of j)erjuries ! 
Thy nature is trans}>arent ; thou art false 
As is the sniooth-lac'd sea, which every wind 
Disturbs, — a false barbarian, and born under 
Deceitful Mercury. A Briton would 
Ivather have died than thus have wr<>ni;ed me. 
Thou art inhuman, and may'st boast thy conquest, 
Tell your mo.st savage countryman this act, — 
If the just gud of seas revenge me not, — 
And innnber it 'mongst your i>roud cruelti<*s. 

C<fr. l>e paciticd ! I jiray you leave this rage. 

J. fir. AVhen 1 am dead I shall, and not before ; 
And that shall not be long, for thou shalt see nu'. 
iMncih'ss man, thou shalt, an<l aihl that to 
Thy bloody c()n<|U('sts, boast how a sliLfhted ladv 
For thy unkindncss ma<le herself away. 
This hand, wherewith I wouhl have given myself 
To thee, shall take me from my misery. 

[fit/n-s to LiU herself. 

Car. Hold! 1 am Carionil ! 

Liii'. How! say that a«'ain ! 

( 'or. 1 am ( arionil ! 
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Lui'. That ])reath hatli rais'd me aiul 

made nie invsolf. 

Car. I countorfcitod tlie ne<^o to obtain you, 
The wished period of my griefs ; and mi^ht, 
But will not love that woman that shall scorn 
A\\ my endeavours, and entertain a stranger, 
An Ethiopian, and prefer him — no. 
Jud<^e, fair Lucora, if I have not cause. 

Lar. Yes, yes, you have; but now you do not need 
More of your rlietoric to dissuadtj me from you. 
There are not in the world temj)tations 
Can make me yours. I cannot give a reason ; 
Tis in my nature, and a secret one. 

Car, I am glad it is so. 

Luc. This is the ha})piest hour 

My life did ever pass, and quickly chang'd. 

Car. I rejoices at the alteration. Madam, you siiall 
Command me to do anvthing but marrv vou. 

Luc. Then I command you never move me moie. 

Car. I will obey you. 

Luc. Now vou mav call Nentis. 

She is not vet in bed ; I see a liicht vet. 



Car, Most wiUingly. Nentis 



f 



Elder Nentis, ahorc 

Xen. What's the matter, marie ( * 

Luc. Come (h^vn ! 

Nni, I won(hT much. I come, madam ! [Ihsmiilil. 

Lac. You will ])e secret, sir, of wliat hath past I 

Car. You mav be confident 1 will. 

Lur. 1 rise shall sutlrr much in my honour. 
Women ! take hfcd ; the men whom vou den\ 
May win you to l»e tln-irs )»y policy. 
They Proteus-like will \ary shapes, until 
Beyond their wishes they have plac'd their will. 

Eultr Nentis. 

Car. Your woman's conu' ; Lcood niu'ht I 

Lur. (b)od night, sir! [E/d Cakiomi.. 

* Ik'sidfs '* I ni;ir\ol.'* this h-'kI ul^.i si-nitits "a i;<>.s>i|.." 



90 THE OBSTINATE LM)Y. 

Nontis, I now will never pass the seas ; 
Tueapelo is become Carionil. 

Ncn. Amazement seizeth me ! 

Luc. Anon thou slialt know all. 

Nen. I hope that now you will be ruled by your 
friends, and take the lord Falorus to your husband, 

Luc. Hang husbands ! 

NeJi. The gods bless them all, I say, 

and send me a good one. 

Lu<^, Let's to bed ! lock the door after you. 

[ExiHid a lit ha. 

Scene v. 

Enter Clean the, so/ a. 

Cle. How joyfully the birds salute the morn, 
Warbling a welcome from their gentle throats I 
But I am of another mind, i)oor maid ! 
Aurora doth no sooner blush upon 
The world, but I make my complaints afresh. 
1 am in love, and for my wretched state 
Can blame nol)0(lv, but sinister fate. 

Enter Carionil. 

Cur. Well met, Anclethe ! I will hide no longer 
Mvself in this disi^uise. Airain thou shalt 
Be my Anclethe. Wilt thou be my boy. 
And sing me songs as thou hadst wont to do 1 

Cle. You have obtain'd your mistress, I see, mv 
lord 1 

Cur. I have not, boy, nor will I seek her more ; 
S<mie other time thou shalt receive the story. 

Cle. My hour is come ; dear Cui)id be my ai<l! 
And will you never have another, sir ? 

Car. 1 do not know, Anclethe ; but if 1 have, 
She must not be so o})stinate as this.* 

Cle. But say a lady of a noble house — 

* *' 8(» obstinate ivs this. 

1 .soon shouUl leave her if I found her f<uch.'* \M cf. 



THE OBSTINATE LADY. 91 

One that is not unhandsome — were in love 
With you, did love you violently, my lord, 
Would you not pity her, but be unkind 1 

Car, Boy, I do know what 'tis to love in vain 
So well, and what a misery is in it, 
That if slie were but reasonably well, 
She should not grieve for me ; indeed slie should not. 

Cle. You are most no])le ! old philosophy 
Never defin'd a virtue which you want. 
Tliere is a lady, sir, and not ill-favour'd, 
Bom of an ancient honoured ftimily. 
So much in love with you, that if you do 
Kefuse her, my lord, you <lo deny \\i\v life. 

Car, What is she called, Anclethe ? 

Cle. My lord, my commission doth not reach so far; 
She'd have her name conceal'd until y'ave seen lu-r. 
To-morrow morning you may meet her here. 
She with a gentleman, a friend of hers. 
Will here expect you about ttm o'clock. 

Car. Well, I will see her, boy ! and if I find 
Her answ(;r thy rejiort, I will be kind. 
He that neglects a loving lady for 
Woiik cAUses, may the gods that man abhor ! 

\E.t:-'UKi auihd. 



Act v. — Scene i. 

A Danqifet set forlh ; thru enter Polidacre, Ami 
PHiLiV, Servants, ami Musicians. 

Pol. You will pardon a sudden entertainment ? 

yint. I hoi)e we need not compliment. 

]*ol. Do you instruct me. 
Sit down, my sweet Antii)hila, and taste. Fill wine ! 
All health and hapi)iness to you, dear mistress ! 

Ant. A true return of loyal thanks. 

J^ol. Play a more m<'rry tune ! 1 do abhor 
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Wliati'wr rcli-shctli of melancholy. 

Siiiix "Tin; si)h('n*s are dull ;" 

Apply it to yourself that l)est deserve it. 

The spheres are dull, and do not make 
Such music as my ears will take ; 
The sli^dit(*d hirds may ce.ise to sin'^% 
Their ehirpini^rs do not grace the sprini; : 
The nii^htingale is sad in vain, 
I care not to hear her comj)lain; 
While I have ears and vou a tongue, 
I shall think all thini^s else go wrong. 

The poets feign'd that Orpheus could 
Make stones to follow where he would. 
They feign'd indeed; hut had they known 
Your voice, a truth they might have shown. 
All instruments most sadly go, 
Because your tongue excels them so. 
While 1 have <'ars and you a tongue, 
1 shall think all things else go wrong. 

.////. 'Tis pretty ! 

y'o/. lu'iterate auain your vieldinir, ladv, 
And once more let your hreath i)erfume those words. 

Aitt. Sir, 1 am yours I 

/v. And I my i'air Antiidiila'.s ! your ton-aie 
llath made mi' haj>])y. 

jtiit. May your jov last lonij ! lE^ount ofmu-.^. 

Scene ii. 

JJi(l> r rilVLANDEU ii.,((l KosiNDA in tno/taK'.s (fj>2)(ini. 

Phil. How glad I am to see you like yourself! 
Dear motlier, pardon an excess <»f joy. 

J!os. Such signs of true allection iietul im pardon. 

Etiftr (( Sekvant. 

S<r. Sii*, here's a letter for you. 

/'/////. For me ! from wlioui ? The hand resolves me. 
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Prosont my service to the lady that sent it : 
Tell her, ere loii^' I will come kiss her hands. 

Ser. I will, sir I [AV// Servant. 

J'hyl. Mother, 1 writ unto Antiphila, 
And did desire her, for <:uerdon ot" my love, 
To hold me second in her thoiii^hts, and, if 
She married not my father, to have me. 

Jlos. She may perform 
\Vliat she Ixjlieved would never come to pass. 

Phffl. TiiE Letter, 

** Sir, — I confess I am not contracted, and that 
I told you so to make you desist. 1 should lu' ex- 
ceeding ungrateful to deny you so small a request. 
There is nothing hinders me from heuig yours hut 
your father ; and I solemnly vow unto you, that if I 
have not him, you shall have me. But h't not this 
beget any hoj)e in you, for, if I ]>e not his, it shall })e 
his r«'fusal. Let it oidy manifest so much, that, ha«l 
I never seen him, I could have lov'd you mo.st truly. 
I pray you, let this suffice, and use me so. Choose 
another mistress, and let me ])e her second ; you will 
love me well enough if you love another better. 
Farewell ! 

Your father's 

Antiphila." 

Bos. What writ you to her, son, concerning her 
Professing a contract betwixt us two ? 

77////. That in my rage 1 nu't with Tandorix, 
And offered to bereave him of his life ; 
Who thereui)on did vow h(^ was a woman, 
And for a gentleman call'd Perimont, 
Who often had denied to marry iicr. 
That habit did tUs.su me, thereljy to learn 
More easily what did prevent her joy. 
And whether he affected any other. 
Thus I your l>eing kept unknown. 

Iios. Vm glad you did so ! 

Phi. You do well, motluT, to wear a mask ; you 
shall 
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Tlu'r(?]>y 1)0 sure to be coiice«i]e(l until 

You find the fittest opportunity 

Yourself unto my father to reveal. [Ej'^uhI (imha. 

Scene hi. 

Enter FalorL'S, solus. 

Fah AVhat will l)econie of me, unfortunate man. 
Who needs must live in fire or live in shame \ 
I know not what to speak, nor what to do. 
Both fear and grief do so confound my senses. 
I fear to wrong Carionil so much 
As to be traitorous against our frien<l.ship ; 
And griefs unsufferable endure for the 
Fairest of ladies, incomparal)le Lucora, 
I would she had l)een kind unto my friend ; 
Unto him, then, I never had prov'd false. 
Nor will I. I will rather search out frozen 
Climates, and lie whole nights on hills of ice, 
Or rather will take powerful i)otions, and sleep 
Out these unpleasant hours I have to live ; 
But then I shall not see that beautv. AVho 
But senseless frantics would have thoughts so [mmh* ? 
My reason forsakes the government of this 
Weak frame, and I am fall'n into disorder. 
Oh, I could sigh my body into air. 
And weei)'t hito a lake, if merciless nature 
Had made it of a sul)stance suitable 
Unto my wish now ! Methinks, 1 could level 
A promontory into a province, and tread 
The centre through to read the destinies 
Of southern stars, and bless their fortunes that 
Are l»orn un<ler their light, fori am confident 
Their infiuenc(\s are more mild than ours. 
There is no other fate can fall on me 
Shall awe me now ; I will be proud and daring, 
As the aml)itious waves, when wrathful bla-sts 
Of noHhern winds do hoist them violently 
Against the highest clouds, and rather will 
Destroy myself than wrong (^arionil. [AV// FaloRUS. 
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Scene iv. 
Elder Cle^vnthe, in wamun's apparel, and PiiYGiNOis. 

Cle, And serv*d my sister well to leave her so. 

Phi/rf. How much, dear madam, have you im- 
poverished 
Men's eyes by hiding your perfections 
In their apparel ! Indeed, I flatter not ; 
I do not know the lady owns such beauty. 

Cle. If my Carionil will like me, then 
I shall attain the end of my desires. 
May I a])pear but lovely in his eye, 
And what I seem in others I will slight ! 
But, good Phyginois, I prithee, tell me, 
In your afl'ection what success you have ; 
Is Nentis won, or do you hope she will 1 

Phyg. She's mine ! we are contracted. 

Cle, Joy wait on you. 
And make your lives of many years pass i)leasant ! 
Is it not ten 1 Are all the clocks grown envious 
Against my bliss, and will not let me know 
How nigh his coming is 1 for I esteem 
Myself most happy in his company. 

Enter Carionil, like himself. 

Car. This is the place Anclethe nam'd. 

Phyg. Madam, he's here ! 

Cle. Befriend me, my good stars ! 

Car. Here is a lady, and a matchless one ! 
Would two years since I had belield tliis beauty, 
When first I came from Spain and had my heart free ; 
Then many a sad day had been merry unto me, 
For unto her Lucora should have yielded. 
Sweet lady, you that are the fairest creature 
Nature did ever form, vouchsafe so much 
Of happiness unto jne as to give 
Me liberty to touch your lijjs. — [A7^.sas hcr.^ — Do you 
Know me ] and have your ears ere heard 
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So poor a nainr as is Carionil ? 
IJiit 1 am murli mistook ; you are not slir 
Whom hen* I was to niret. 1 ikmmIs must (h)uht 
The fates did not intend me sueli a jov. 

CJe. I am! 

i''n\ DeeeivM Pvthauoras ! hadst thou hut drejimt 
The sweetness of this voice, tlie nuisie of 
The spheres thou never hadst reeonh^l I Speak. 
Fairest and best of ladies ; K't me liear 
If you have so unmateh'd a ]>ity in you 
As to look on me with a frieudiv eve. 
Can you love nu' ] 

Clr. M(»st noMe sir, I di>, most violently. 

(/fir. If that to live with you detained me not, 
1 should he irnev'd that my ioy f(»r so irre.it 
A fortune did not stupify my sens(»s, 
And east me into an eternal sleej>. 
Where is Ancletlu- ] He is nmeh to hlame 
In not attendinir you. 

Cle. AVhom speak you of, dear sir? 

(Vir, My hoy. 

C/c. I do not know a hoy of that name, truly : 
Nor, T think, is there. 

(\tr. Vou do amaze me ! 

CIr. You may helieve me, sir, for I am he. 

t'ar. Wonders in richlles ! 

Cle. I am your pag(* Andethe, and sister to 
Lue(»ra, who for love attendee! you 
Dis^uis'd, because I found, for the ^reat ennn'ty 
l>etween our familirs, my father never 
Wouhl give me where 1 would hestow myself 

(^ar. Vour nurse di<l steal you when vou was .i 
child ( 

Cle. Most tnu'. This gentleman, her son, my 
friend. 
Occasioned my t'sca])e, by giving me 
A knowh'dge of my birtlu His true relation 
Can vindicate me from sus]»icion. 

Car. 1 m-ed it not. 
Wer<' you not she. as I bclirve y(»u are. 



THE OBSTINATE LADV. 97 

And mean of birth, I should account myself 
A gainer by you. Sir, you have done that 
Hath placed you in my heart among those friends 
For whose sakes I my life will sacrifice. 

Phyg, My lord, you do indebt me to your service. 
In your acquaintance I shall be most honoured. 

Cle, Sir, if you please, he will relate my story. 

Car, By no means ; keep it for your father, when 
You do disclose yourself. But can you pardon 
Those incivilities I did commit 
When you was Anclethe ? 

CJe. Wrong not yourself ; you did make more of me 
Than I deserv*d, or could. 

Car. But why, my sweet Cleanthe, would you not 
Let me know who you was before ] 

Cle, Dear sir, I saw how violent you was 
In your affection to my careless sister. 
And had no hope you would leave her for me. 
And, if you did obtain her, meant to do 
WTiat my disastrous fate should prompt me to. 

Car, Sweetest of all your sex ! 

Cle, But, if you never got her and o'ercame 
Her obstinacy, to declare myself ; 
If not, but love had trium])hed in your fall, 
I'd not have liv'd to see your funeral. 

Car, The gods requite this goodness, and make me 
worthy 
Of you, my dear Cleanthe. I contract 
Myself upon your li[)s, which we will perfect 
Ere you own publicly your father, for 
The enmity will make him charge you otlierwise. 

Cle. I pray you, let us. 

Car. A thousand thanks. Come ! shall we walk, 
fair mistress 1 

Cle, Conclusions fair the fates to them do give, 
Who constant in their loves and faithful live. 

Enter Falorus. 

Car, Stay, dear Cleanthe, here is my friend ; he shall 
Partake my joy. Well met, my l>est Falorus ! 

(; 
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Fal. It seems ytui are not Tucapelo now. 
Where is Lucora \ have you married her ? 

Car. No, I have not, friend ! 

Fa!. Kefrain I 

I am your enemy ; embrace me not ! 
Receive my sword, and pierce this heart, Carionil ! 

\Gh'es his sintnJ. 

Car. He hath not yet descried yon. 
Withdraw a little^ dear mistress. Sir, I pray you 
To l)ear her comjiany, for who can tell 
What in this frenzy lie may do ? 

(V^. Hereabouts we will await vour leisure. 

[E.rennf Cli-IANTHK atai PHVdiNols. 

Car. What ails mv frien<l I Let me but know thr 
man 
Is cause of this disorder in you, and 
He shall not see the grey-eyed morning break 
From th' oriental mountains any more. 
T^et me partake of that unwieldy grief 
Hath bow'd my friend so much beneath hims«'lf. 

Fal. Leave crnnpliments, Carionil, and make 
A ])as.sage for my soul, that it may leave 
So vile a habitation as this l)odv; 
And, when I'm dead, rip out my heart, and in 't 
Survey my fault, for I want words, and have 
Not impudence enough to tell it you. 

Car. 0, what might ]>e the cause this matchless 
frame, 
And worthiest cabinet that ever man 
InclosM his secrets in, is so disturlxnl ? 
Xoble Falorus, think to whom you s])eak ! 
It is Carionil, whose life vou do 
Make burdenous to him ]>y the sus])icion 
Of wronging him whom you have ever lov'd. 

/'(//. You do deceive yourself; I lately have 
Transgress'd at^ainst our league of amitv. 
If you desire to be a ha])py man, 
And to enioy what most you seek, be kind 
Unto yourself, and run niy body through. 

Car. Can I be hapjn' and Falorus dead i 
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No ; I should live a desolater lile 

Than e'er the strictest anchorite hath done, 

And wear my body to an anatomy, 

For real sorrow at such a dire mishap. 

Live, then, my friend ! and may you number days, 

Until arithmetic grow faint and leave you ! 

Fal, You know not how much hurt you wish your- 
self. 
Would you torment me twice ? If not, forget 
Falorus utterly, and let me die. 

Car. I understand you not. 

Fal. Would you have me blast my own fame l)y 
speaking 
My fault, and have me executioner 
Unto myself ] 

Car. Release your soul of all her griefs, and say 
From whence your sorrows have original. 
Have you not oft told me of my impatiency ? 
Give me now leave to be as plain with you. 
The angry winds never enrag'd the seas 
So much as some small grief hath done my friend. 
I do conjure you by our former loves, — 
For sure not long since we were friends indeed,— 
To let me know why you are thus distemper'd. 
I do not fear but I shall free you from 
This pa.ssion, so precipitate and dangerous. 

Fal. You are most good, and get yourself, Carionil, 
A name above the ablest character ; 
None like it can decipher you. And would 
I always had continued Falorus, 
Then I had yet remain'd your friend ! But, if 
You needs must know the reason of my fury. 
Draw out the sword, that, when you have receivM it. 
Your hand and not your words may strike me dead. 

Car. Be not importun'd longer ! Ease your heart ! 
For, credit me, I grieve to see you thus. 

Fal. I am in love ; sup])ose the rest, and kill me. 

Car. With Lucora ? 

Fal. Too true. Now curse me into dust, and witli 
Your breath disperse me in the air ; but spare me ! 
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(Jhide me not for my falsoliood, ami inflict 

But one punishment on me, and l)e that the sword. 

Yet hear me speak one word or two l)efore. 

I liave not woo'd her, nor have sought pert'ormanee 

Of that free ]>r(miise that lier fatlier made me, 

But faithfully have temporized with liim. 

Nor did I willingly consent unto 

Tin's ])assion; it did seize me violently. 

(Jar. Be you more calm. Take her, Faloms ! you 
have 
A liberty for me. I sj)eak in earnest. 

Fid. Then all is well. Keturn mv sword, dear friend. 
Carionil, I will not hinder tlnn* ; U///rx h'un his suH^rd. 
My name shall not he }>lasted in thy sighs. 
Fall, worthless man, 'tis ])ity I should live ! 

[(fj/rrs to kill himself. 

Car. What mean you, my Falorus ] For heaven's 
sake leave. 
And your own light rashly extinguish not ! 
I for Lucora do not care, and have 
All my affecti<»n unto her recall'd, 
And am engag'd unto another lady. 
T stole her from her chamber in my disguise. 
And then, bethinking me how she had us'd me, 
I told her that I would not have a lady 
Who would ])refer a Moor before me. Her 
Slighting of me made me leave her so. 

FaL Is this n(>t ])olicy U) delay my death ] 

Car. If e'er you found me false, Ixdieve me not. 

/'((/. It then is true ? 

Car, Most true, Falorus I 

Fal. License me, friend, now to embrace you. Well 
met, 
C\irionil ! and welcomer indeed 
Than ever vet man was unto me. I 
Will live and owe my life unto you, and when 
You plea,se I for your sake will lay it down. 
Freely 1 may Lucora now adore ; 
And, rather than to lose her, I will try 
All ways that are contained in ])olicy. 
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(Air. But siiy she never will consent ] 

Fid. I am 

Most confident she will, to please her father ; 
But, if she should not, I could suffer it. 
'Twas not my love made me thus passionate ; 
It was l)ecause in it I wronged you. 

Car, Did you not m.irk, when you did see me first, 
A joy unusual sit upon my brow ? 

Fal. I had so much of sorrow in my heart, 
That with it all my senses were possess'd. 

Car, But you perceiv'd I had left my disguise ] 
What out of it did you collect ] 

Fal, I thought 
Liicora had descried you, and you had 
A peremptory denial to your suit. 

Enter CLE.VXTHE and Piiyginois. 

Clt, Sir ! seeing you had made a fair conclusion, 
And measuring each minute for an hour 
Until I were with you, I rudely come 
Uncall'd for to you. 

Car. Ever most welcome, my Cleanthe ! Friend, 
This is the huly I did mention to you. 
She was Anclethc, hut is sister to 
The mistress of your thoughts, and called Cleanthe, 
Whom long since all her friends l)elieved lost, 
And have these many years left mourning for. 

Fal. A strange discovery, and admirable ! * 

Car. Some other time command the history ; 
This mutually among ourselves we'll spend. 

Fal, Lady, account me servant to your virtues ; 
And you, sir, may command Falorus always. 

Ph}/<j. Your love will honour me, most noble lord. 

Cle. Sir I I for you will intercession make 
Unto my sister, and do hope shall prosper. 
I will make known how much you are her servant, 
And what affection my ears have witnesse<l ; 
For I, unseen to you, did hear what pa.-^s'd. 

Fal. You will oblige me everlastingly. 

• ''Fal. I am aniazM.'' Ut rd. 
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Car. Now, let us walk I 

Fal. Whosoever loyal friendship doth reganl, 
With fair events the gods will him reward. 

[Ex4*u}U omnes. 



Scene v. 

Enter Jaques, }<oi(ts. 

Jaq. I have a licence for my master and the brave 
gallant Mistress Lorece ; but it cost too much, a- 
conscience. I would a writ five times as much for 
half I gave for it ; but 'tis the f^ishion among great 
ones, so thf^y have their wills they care not at how 
dear a rate they buy them. This marriage is like 
Christmas, when it comes it brings good cheer with *t ; 
we have fat venison — hold, belly, hold ! and wine. I 
am sure we shall want none, for the vintner had 
twenty ])ounds on me this morning. I ha' bespoke 
a merry comjiany of tiddlers ; oh, they are boon fellows ! 
And there will be old dancing, for I mean to sweat my 
doublet unite through ere I leave. 

Enter LoRECE and Vandona. 

Madam, here's the licence your worships sent me for. 
The parson and this will make all sure. 

Lor. 'Tis well done, Jaques ! for this, be thou the 
Xeptune of the cellar, raise a tempest and drown who- 
ever doth go down the stairs; like old Silenus behave 
thyself ! 

J^an. When w^e have din'd, let's go to my lord 
l*olidacre's, and invite that house. 

Li}r. We will, my dear widow^ 

Jaij. 'Twill l>e a merry time, I see. yEx^iuU omnes. 
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Scene vi. 
Jtlnter Polidacre, Lucora, Antiphila, ami Nentis. 

AnL I wonder we have not seen the Ethiopian 
lord to-day. 

PoL He'll not be long absent 
Lucora, thou hast my heart for thy consent : 
Falorus is a worthy gentleman, 
And one of an approved fashion — 
He doth deserve a Princess. My Lucora, 
I know his nature is most noble, else 
I would not move thee for him, and although 
The time is not expir'd, will you steal 
So much from age and be his wife 1 I long 
To see thee well l)estow'd. 

Lite. Whatever you please t' command, I will per- 
fonn. 

Enlfr Falurls. 

PoL Here is Falorus ! Welcome, my lord, I sliall 
Shortly say my son ; my daughter I have won, 
And, when I plea.se, unto you she will give 
Away herself. 

Fal. You are most noble ! 

But can you, fairest lady, look so low 
As is Falorus ? Can there be such a virtue 
Of rare humility within you that 
You thus confer affection upon me ] 

Luc, My lord, my father desires to make me yours, 
And I have learn'd so much obedience 
As willingly to do what he commands.* 

Fal. I wish I could, most excellent Lucora, 
Thank you in all the languages are worth 
Your dear attention, you have made me so 
Exceeding happy ; I envy not his wealth 
That owns the inexhaustible mines of fam'd Peru. 

Lur. I thank you for this love, and have a hope, 

* '* KnjoiriR nic." 1st cf. 
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If it within my power lyes, I shall 
Requite you, sir. 

Fed. My joy hath duU'd my senses. 

EnUr LoRECE, Yandona, ami Jaques. 

Ljv. Now, brother, have I not ended happily ? 
Vandona is my own ; we only want 
The ceremony ecclesiastical. 
My lord, I am your sen ant ! 

FaL I have a mistress got, the richest beauty 
(ireat Britain ever was renowned for. 

Lor. Much, very much, i' faith ; have you won her 
For whom ho])eful Carionil did die ? 

FaL I won her not, Lorece ; her father^s desire 
Meeting with her consent hath made her mine 

Va)t. Sister, you have been a stranger to me ; I pray 
vou ])e not so. 

Nan. You shall see me oftener. 

L)i\ Thou may'st l)e Mercury, and I will glory 
Thou art my })rother. 

Van. Madam ! I'm very glad to meet you here. 

Ant. And I as joyful of your company. 

EnffV CvVRTONiL, Cleaxthe, and Phyginois. 

hn\ Wonders I Carionil's alive again, and here ! 

Pol. For some strange end he did give forth his 
death ; 
But what young beauteous lady's that 1 

Lw. It is a face wortliy of admiration. [Site kneeh. 

PoL Rise, lady; kneel not unto me. 

Cle. Then I were most unfit to be your child. 

Pal. How ! my daughter that was lost ? 

Clr. Yes, my lord ; and beg your blessing. 

PvL May the good heavens make of thee, my 
daughter. 
If you be she, an old and happy woman ! 

Lac. I am a sister to you ; sjiare some time 
For me to show how much I do rejoice 
At this unlook'd for good. None of your kin, 
Fair sister, are more glad than I to see you, 



« 
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Whom we had never hoped to see. I am 
Most proud to be so near allied unto 
So excellent a creature as you are. 

Cle, I am most joyful of your love. 

Ant, We are most glad to see you safe. 

Van, As if you were our sister. 

Cle, My thanks, sweet ladies. 

Pol, Dearest Cleanthe ! confirm thy father in 
His joy ; relate thy life, that out of it 
I may grow confident thou art my daughter. 

Phyg, Lady, leave that to me. My lord, and if 
You with her silence can so long dis])ense, 
I would do that. 

Cle, He is my nurse's son, to whom, my lord, 

I owe all thanks for my escape. 

Pol, Sir, when you please you may begin. 

Nen. What ! not a gentleman ] I am undone, 
But must be secret in 't. \AiiUU. 

Phyg, My lord ! 

This lady's nurse, my mother, had a son 
Older than the lady Cleanthe is by seven years ; 
Whom she did love so extraordinarily. 
That for his sake she foully err'd from virtue. 
She thought it was an easy tiling for her. 
If that their lives attained to those years. 
To make your daughter wife unto her son, 
W^hich is the cause she privily escap'd. 

Pol. Most strange ! 

Phyg. By chance I heard this of my brother, wh<» 
Told me, against my mother's strict command, 
What a great marriage he should have, and that 
Cleanthe was the daughter of a lord, 
Your honour's child, 

Whom all we thought but of a mean descent ; 
For she had won the country to l>elieve 
That she did find her in the open field. 
I, pitying her hard chance, did tell her all, 
And promis'd her I would attend upon her 
Until she had her parents happy made 
With knowledge of her safety. 
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Cle. The rest I must relaU*. 

Dejir sir, Ik* kind I and if I have done aught 
You shall dislike, pardon my first offence. 
I Wits no sooner come to town, but saw 
This no])le gentleman, with whom so violently 
I fell in love, that for his sake, pray pardon me. 
My own apparel I did lay away, 
And did l>ecome his page. And when I did 
Disclose myself, he kindly tlid requite me ; 
In brief, we are contracted. 
\ did not well without you to do thus. 
But your forgiveness, sir, I cannot doubt. 
He told me that there was a difference 
Between our families, and therefore you, 
If your consent was ask'd, would never yield. 

Jaq. Would I were i' the cellar ! I care not for 
these dry and tedious tales. 

Pal. Whether I should or no I cannot tell, 
But I am glad that it hath chanced thus ; 
This match an ancient discord will conclude. 
And may the gods be favourable to it ! 

i'nr. Most worthy lord, my faithful thanks ! 

Phyfj. Here also is a ring which by 
Your father, my Lord Falorus, was given her, 
When at the font he for her answer'd : 
She wor't about her neck when she was stolen. 

Pol. I know it well, and now am confident 
Thou art my ItKSt Cleanthe ; l>e his wife, 
And may the heavens make up the match most for 

tunate. 
Carionil, I now am glad I have 
A man so honour'd to my son-in-law. 

Car, My lord, if that I can perform my will, 
You never shall repent your daughter's choice. 

Pol. I do not doubt I shall. Now, I would know 
Why your death was reported ? 

CiW. I was in love long with your eldest daughter. 
The fair Lucora, but could never win her. 
Brought abu(»st to despair, I did assume 
The habit and colour «>f a negro. 
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PoL Then you was Tucapelo 1 

Car, I was indeed ! 

Knowing she had refus'd the greatest marriages, 
And many of the handsomest of the kingdom, 
I fully did l>elieve she never would 
Lake any man of this complexion, 
And therefore feign'd myself an Ethio])ian ; 
But first gave out my death, and that unto 
Myself I had done violence for her. 

Luc. Surely he will not do so unworthily 
As to make mention of my fond affection. [Aside. 

Car. But all could not prevail. 

Luc. I am glad he ends so. [Amle. 

Car. And therefore I desisted wholly ; which, when 
Anclethe saw, my sweet Cleanthe now, 
She did disclose herself. 

PoL I do perceive the heavens intended you 
Should reconcile our familie,s. 

Jaq. Here's love and love again ! I would some- 
body would love me. 

Luc. My dear sister, you must not think me rude 
Because I do express my love so fully. 

PoL Be my Canon il ! 
All that are mine res])ect this lady, for 
I do intend to make her mine. 

Car. We are her servants, and most joyfully 
Shall kneel unto a lady of her virtues ! 

Enter Phylander and Rosinda. 

Fal. What lady's that ? 

Car. She's masked, and I cannot guess. 

PoL Phylander, this lady is thy sister, tlie lost 
Cleanthe. 

PhyL Grow not too weak, my body, to contain 
My soul within thee at these joys I 
Fair sister, I am gla<l that I can name 
So beauteous a lady a.s you are so ; 
For vou the heavens be thanked. 

VoL Carionil's alive, an<l must be stvl'd vour brother : 
Cleanthe him hath chos<'. 
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Perfect thy joys, Phylander, when thou wilt, 

And liear their histories. 

This lady you must call mother. 

rhijL But I must not. 

Pol How? 

Phjl This here I will. 
Dear mother, now confirm my w^mls. [Unuuisl:^. 

Pol. Welcome to life, Kosinda ; thy face and beauty 
I do remember well. But wherefore did you 
Raise tlie rei)ort of your untimely death 1 

Pos. That at a fitter time ; this give me leave 
To sj)end in joy. 

My dear Clean the, for I do believe, 
Because thy father doth acknowledge thee, 
Thou art Cleanthe, my so long lost daught<»r. 
Never was mother's heart so light ; I cannot 
Utter my joys, my tears must witness them. 
To Time I am indebti'd tliat he hath 
Spared my life until I see thee safe. 

L'le. I want expression ; but my life shall be 
A comment on my heart, wherein vou shall 
IVrceive what your Cleanthe is. 

7V////. Now you are mine, fair Antipliila ! 

J//f. I will perform my ])romise. 

7'/////. Both your consents I beg. 

Pol. How's this] 

.////. I did engage myself. 
That, if I were n<>t yours, I would be his. 

Po/. Then may the knot ])rove ha[)py, and continue 
A firm onv while the gods do lend you breath ! 

I'/n/L It is my wish. 

/W. Was you her servant, too ] Wife, chide in 
secret ; I was foresworn. 

Pns. We all are frail ; mortality may boast 
Of strength, but many conclusions deny it. 

Xr/i. Awav ! I will have none of you ; I will not })eg. 

/'(//. You shall not need. I, for his love and care 
Unto my daughter, will give him means befitting 
A gentleman, which shall descend unto 
His ])osterity ; ])overty shall not sjjoil his fortune. 
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ran, Tis nol)ly said I If you do like hiin, take him, 
sister. 

Nen, Now, Fin content ! 

Phyj, My joy is great ! My thanks, sweet mis- 
tress ! My Lord Polidacre, I am your grateful, 
though unworthiest servant. Now, mistress, you 
shall know the policy I won your affection with : my 
affections being settled so high, and I ])oor, I made 
myself Draculemion ; but your promise, worthiest 
lord, hath now enriched me. 

Jaq. me ! was you that merry fellow ? You have 
a parlous wit. 

Phy(j. One thing I must crave of you. 

Pol. You shall obtain, sir ! 

Ph}/g, That you will pardon my mother. 

Pol. I do, for your sake. 

Luc. Since I perceive you in tlie bounteous way 
Of granting boons, sir, I assume the boldness 
To become a petitioner to you. 

Pol. My dear Lucora, freely ask, for I 
Doubtlessly shall consent to thy demand. 

Luc. Seeing the gracious heavens have blessed oui* 
house 
With the recovery of my long lost sister ; 
And since the powers divine have linked her heart 
To the affections of a noble gentleman, 
A marriage like to grace your honour'd age 
With hopeful nephews ; I humbly crave your licence 
To enjoy the freedom of a single life. 
For Fve no inclination to become 
A subject unto Hymen's gloiious bondage. 

PoL Remember, my Lucora, all your promises, 
And suffer not your obstinacy to cloud 
The happiness of this evening. 

Fal. My excellent mistress I you have mis'd me near 
The zenith of all happiness, and will you 
Now leave me on that mighty precipice, 
To fall into a sad abyss of misery ? 

Cle. My dear sweet sister! give me leave to trouble you 
With a few words aside. 
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I saw the Lord Falorus for your sake, 

Between a great affection and fimi friendship, 

In as high a passion as you can imagine 

A noble and a faithful lover unto you. 

He in his soul adores you, I am confident ; 

And I'm obliged by promise to become 

His intercessor for your kind affection ! 

I do beseech you, therefore, grace your sister. 

Though bold, being younger, to importune you tlnis, 

T' honour the Lord Falorus with your love ! 

Luc. I dare not, my fair sister, be so cruel 
As to deny you in your first request ; 
I'll entertain his flame and be his l)ride. 
I will be plahi with you ; had you been silent, 
In a ship bound for Spain I had gone to-night, 
With some ladies of our near kindre<l, towards Lislnni, 
And so avoided the courtship of Falonis, 
And all my father's continual importunities. 
To make this escape more unexpected, and 
The better to provide me for this journey, 
1 had consented when my father pleas'd 
To marry him ; but your entreaties have 
Prevailed aljove all my resolutions. 

Fid. Dear madam ! let me beseech your assistann*. 

iiV.s'. My lord, I will desire her, and am confident 
I shall o])tain. I pray thee, my Luct>ra, 
Submit to the entreaties of thy friends. 
And let not thy refusal of Falorus 
Beget a sad look on this hap})y evening. 

Luc. Madam ! you and my sister shall overcome' ; 
And though, my Lord Falorus, you may tax me 
For an obstinate disposition, you shall find me, 
Throughout my future days, to make amends, 
And prove a very loving wife unto you. 

Fill. Now you have fixed me in a fortunate 
And glorious life. 

Pi)}. I thank thee, Lucora. 

Jivi. Everybody lia« his sweetheart but I. One or 
other take pity on me, and let me not l>e a cypher 
and stand here for n«>tliing I I see the fault isMn my 
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years, otherwise serviiig-nien are not so slighted by 
ladies. [To the spectator ladies. 

Pol, Let us withdraw ! you all 
Shall sup with me to-night, and we'll design 
The happy day that shall each couple join. 

Car, You that have mistresses, do not despair 
To get them, be they ne'er so proud and fair. 
One way or other, you have seen it done ; 
The obstinatest lady may be won. [Exeunl ornnes. 
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Lnrora. The obstinate lady yet is obstinate, 
And, careless either of your love or hate, 
She dares continue so. Xor will I ])ei^ 
Some friend within to come with his low le^, 
And 's hat in's hand, to woo your praise : It is 
So poor that I liad rather hear you hiss. 
Our Poet bade 's l)e bold, for 's play wjis p^od, 
An<l that ^twould take, if it was understood. 
And so we are ; for what's our fiite we must 
And will endure, be't lawful or unjust. 
Unto your justice we appeal, which lies 
Within your hands. Do what you please, and risf*. 

Clninthe. O sister ! this is likely to spoil all. 
(Jentle s})ectators, also t^ive me leave. 
Ladies and gentlemen, if we have said 
Aught that hath pleas'd your ears, or pastime ma<h% 
Our time we have spent well : but if that W(! 
Have tedious been, and you did sit and see 
With weariness, our Poet will repent 
That y(»u this comedy we did invsent. 
Y'ave jKiid the actors well ; we thank you, and know it. 
And wish that you would gratify our Poet. 
He want^ no money as the Ciise now stands, 
Yet prays you to be lib(»ral of your hands. 
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THE PROLOG UK. 

Gallants, be *t known ! as yet we cannot .say 

To whom we are belioldin'jj for this phiy ; 

But this our poet hath licensVl us to tell, 

Ingenious Italy hath liked it well. 

Yet it is no translation ; for he ne'er 

But twice in Venice did it ever hear. 

There it did take, and he dotli hope, if you 

Have your old humours, it will please here too. 

He swears he hath not sj)oird it, and protest 

We think it good, though he doth none o' th' best. 

V\ni often have heard worse i' th' house before, 

And had we made the Prologue we'd say more. 

That labour he hath sav'd us, 'cause he would 

No partial friend should cry it up for good. 

An excellent new comedy, as you say 

When you have seen 't, he so will judge his play. 

He is not peremptory, like to some 

Who think tliat all is best from them doth come. 

Ladies and gentlemen, you that do know 

To censure rightly, as you think, so do ; 

Our poi*t s(;()riis to beg your hands, yet faith. 

That at the end if he the favour hatli. 

This sliall not be his last ; that he'll endeavour 

To gratify you shortly with another. 

Howe'er it takes, he for your presence sends 

His thanks by me, and hopes we sliall part friemls. 



Sir Aston O^kain, in the prologue to this play, advances the 
plea that, although he founded the design upon a piece he saw 
twice during his stay at Venice, it is not a translation. The 
original plot, however, in so far as it relates to TrapjMdin in 
his judicial character, is l)orrowed from a story in the Contes 
de Duville. The i)lay appears to have been produced prior to 
the Kcstoration, and was revived after that event, with a new 
prologue written by Duffet. It was subsequently altered by 
Nahum Tate, and acted as a new piece at the Theatre in Dorset 
Garden, 1685, under the title of A Duk^*^ and no Duke. This 
** farce" was printed in the same year in 4to, **with the several 
new songs set to music, \^'ith thorow basses for the theorbo or 
basse viol." These songs are three in number, but there is no 
marking in tlie text as to where they were intended to be intro- 
duced. 

The play, so altered, was freauently performed throughout 
the last century, and was exceedingly popular. Nevertheless, 
the etlitors of the Biographia Dramatica say respecting it : 
** Probability, and even possibility, is broken through, and very 
little wit or humour to compensate for such irregularity. Yet, 
as its absurdities are of a kind adapted to excite the laughter 
of the vulgar, it has been revived at several times with little 
alteration and by different titles, and is even now [1812] some- 
times acted at lK)th theati-es, tho' in a very curtailed and 
mangled manner, under tlie title of I>uke, and no Duke,'* 
Robert Dniry, who writes three other dramatic pieces, con- 
verted Cokain's play into '*a farcical ballad oiM'ni,' which was 
produced at Drurj' Lane in 1732 with much success, with the 
title of The Devil of a Dukt^ or Trappolin's Voijaries. The 
alterations differed from those of Tate, while twenty-one; entirely 
new songs were interspersed throughout. 

A combined version of the two altered editions was ]>rinted 
at Edinburgh in 12mo in 173.3, "and sold by Allan Kain.say." 
The title is the same as that of Drury, but **as acted at the 
theatres of L<mdon and F^dinburgh." In this all Drury's songs 
are retained, with exception of the finale, which, from having 
been a duet between Trappolin and Flametta, to the air of 
The Yorkshire Tale, is suj)ei-seded by a duet between Lavinio 
and Trappolin, to the tune of Xancy's to Uie Oreenwowl gane. 
In addition, there are other fifteen songs, all to Scotch airs, 
from which it may be concluded that the publisher — the <lis- 
tinguished author of The Gentle Shepherd — was the adapter of 
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the pioco, and that tliese soii'^s enianat*'*! from his own |>fii. 
The cast of characters at the Edinburgh TJieatre was : — 

Lavinio, Duko of Flortnco, . . Mr. Paterson. 
Hrunctto, Prince of Sa\M)V, . . ^Mr. Ware. 
narl)aiino, ij , j Mr. Miller. 



Alherto, \ ^'"'■'^^' ■ ■ * ) ^I«'. >'i'i««'''- 

Mago, a Conjuror, .... Mr. Bulkelley. 
Trap[M)lin, a Butibon — False Duke, . Mr. Wesconih. 
Quaker, ..... Mr. Price. 

C'a])t«'vin, . . . . .Mr. May field. 

Isaliella, Ducliess, .... Mrs. Ware. 
Pi-udentiii, Duke's Sister, . . Mrs. Woodland. 

Flanietta, Trappolin's Sweetheart, . Mrs. Miller. 
1st Woman, ..... Mrs. liulkelley. 

2d Woman, Mrs. Ayres. 

In July 1818 a eonnc melodramatic Imrletti, called Thr 
Duke and (he Dn'il^ w;is produced at Covent (Jarden, and ran 
for several nights. A magazine notice of the time says it is 
** founchnl on an ancient tragi-comcdy kiken from the Italian, 
an<l titled, Tnfppolin Crnluto Pnmipe; oi\ Tra]>}n>Un sup- 
])(>>« d a Prince, written by Sir Aston Ookain, and tii-st ]»rint«'d 
in 1058. It juKssesscs an infinite deal of humour. Fitz- William 
played Trapj}oHn, and in his extravjigant an<l ludicrous per- 
sonation of the Duke reminde<I us of Munden's iSam Dahs^ 
antl in his drunken seen*' of Charles Kemble's CttSfiio, kept th<^ 
house in a continual roar of laughter ; and Miss JJeaumont 
sang a sweet song very i>rettily." This is the latest account 
we have of this piec»s whi<'h, with fresh and Judicious alteration 
to suit the t;Lste of the ]»n'sent <lay, might even now be revived 
with jirofit to some enterprinsing theatrical manager. 



TRAPPOLIN CREDUTO PRINCIPE: 

On, TKAPPOLIX SUPPUSED A PRINCE. 



Act I. — Scene i. 

Enter Trappolin, solus. 

My wench Flametta is a dear rogue ; the pretty fool 
dotes on me. My Lord Barbarino can do nothinj^ 
with lier ; his pistolles and jewels she cares not for. 
And 'tis a handsome thing ; no pomatum e'er touch'd 
her lips, or paint her cheeks, yet are they cherries 
and roses. I am most hapi)y to l>e what I am, and 
to have the love of such a one as sho. 

Enter Flametta. 

/7a. (jood morrow, Trappolin ! how does my love '\ 
Tra. First let us kiss, and aft<^r I will tell. 
For ever thine, Flametta 1 
Fla, Oh, thanks, my dear ! 

Enter Barbarino. 

Bar. The villain Trappolin has a handsome wench, 
and, which angers me, an honest one. I have spent 
many weeks about her, but never could do any good ; 
she will not, neither for love or money. And see 
where they are a-tidking together. 

Tra. Yonder is my Lord Barbarino ! My dear 
Flametta, — I am your honour's servant, — this free 
promise of thine I can never enough thank thee for. 
— At your lordship's command.- How happily shall 
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we live together in marriage, both loving so well and 
truly! — Your honour's humble slave. — Let us kiss 
again I — Your poor vjxssal, my lord. — Thus will we 
spend our days in these delights ; so will we kiss, 
Flametta ! — I beseech your honour to pardon me. — 
We ne'er mil be aweary of ourselves ; if thou dost 
sigh, thy Trappolin will weep. — Your honour shall 
command me always. — And when thou sing'st, thy 
Trappolin will dance ! 

Fla. And I am thine, my honest TrappoHn, 
And ever will be constant unto thee. 

Tra. I'll attend your honour presently. 

Fla. There's no man alive shall make me prove 
Unfjiithful unto thee, so much I love. 

Tra. Your lordshij) must pardon me a litth* ; 
I am something l)usy. 

Fla. My Trappolin shall not bestow a kiss 
Hut I will pay it him with usury. 
It is im])ossible for thee to be 
More thy Flametta's than Flametta's thine ! 

Tra. I will come to your honour presently. 

Fla. Pardon, sweetlieart ! that now I must l)e 
gone ; 
My stay another time shall make amends. 
A kiss, my dear, my lovely Traj)polin ; 
AVith such I shall be never satisfied. \^ExlL 

Tra. Farewell, my dear rogue ! My lord, I come. 
Your honour must pardon me — you saw how I was 
(Mnploy'd ; I could not leave the poor fool. Your lord- 
shij) se(\s she loves me, and protest her labour is not 
lost. Now, if your honour hath anything to command 
me, I am ready, — Trapi)olino, your poor servant ! 

Bar. You are a saucy, peremi)tory villain. 
And I have well perceiv'd your base demeanour ; 
Although I see the wench is yours, you shall 
Kepent the freedom of your evil language — 
Be sure you shall. [^ExiL 

Tra. Good morrow, my lord ! 

Let him do his worst, I care not a rush for him. He 
would ha' my wench, and I am glail I ainis'd him. I 
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ha' made his honour something choleric ; let him 
digest it how he will [Exit. 

EnifT Lavinio, the Great Duke, Prudentia, 
Barbarino, Machavil, and others. 

Lav. The Tuscan glory have we yet upheld, 
And from the fierce assaults of enemies 
Rescued our cities, set them in a peace 
As happy as the gods did e'er vouclisafe. 
Sforza, the Duke of Milain, our old friend, 
Who hath in all our wars still sent us aid, 
Hath promised me the matchless Isabella, 
His sister, for my wife ; and, seeing now 
We have no more to do with enemies, 
I will to Milan go, and marry her, 
And quickly unto Florence will return, 
Where I will celebrate our nuptial 
With that magnificence becomes our state. 
You, whom I ever have found faithful to me, 
Lord Barbarino and Lord Machavil, 
To you I do commit the government 
Of Tuscany until I return, 
And full commission to do what you shall 
See necessary for the good of Florence. 
My dear Prudentia, the only joy 
Of our deceased father, the last duke. 
Live happy, and enjoy your own desires, 
Which I do know are virtuous all. 

Pru. Most noble sir, it is impossible 
That I should hai>py be and you not present ; 
But I am unworthy to beseech your stay. 
Go ! and be fortunate in a worthy choice, 
While I to Heaven i)ray for your safe return. 

Lav. Dear, sweet Prudentia, and also lords. 
Look well unto my prisoner Brunetto ; 
Yet let him want nothing but a free relea.se, 
For sure he is more than he seems to be. 
I have been long about this journey ; now 
All things are re«ady. My Prudentia, 
Farewell ; and, sister, lx» not melancholy. 



122 TlUlTUl.IN. 

For in few woeks I will ri'tiirn, and brin^ 
A sister home to keep thee company, - 
The beauteous Milainese. 

Pm. And may she i>rove 

According to your wishes, noble sir I 

Bar, And be a joy unto the Florentines ! 

Mac. And be a happy mother, that there may 
Not want an heir unt(^ your highness I 

Lav. Our thanks. 

Onward ! 'tis time I were upon my way. [Ejruvt. 

Bar. Now will I be reveng'd of Trappolin, 
Who hath so boklly to my face abus'd me ; 
I have autliority to do't withal, 
ril make him to repent his sauciness. 

Enter Tkappolin. 

He's here ! but I will do 't as if by justice. 

Tra. I can think of nothing but my pretty villain 
Flametta ! O 'tis a dear rogue ! and she says she lo\ t*s 
me, and I know she does. When I have married her 
I will betake me to the country, where we will live as 
jovial a.s the day is long. 

Enfvr Mattemores, the Spanish Captain. 

Mat. I'll fight for Florence while I have a vein 
To hold my heart from falling unto death ; 
Nor shall the Longol)ardy Mantuans 
E'er win a flag while I am in the field. 
I'd make the Tuscan duke to know the man 
Whom he hath trusted to conduct his troojis, 
Durst but Cionzaga ever stir again. 
Methinks there is no nobler thing on earth 
Than to see hills of bodies, lakes of blood — 
No braver nuisic than the martial drum, 
Nor dia])asons sweeter to the ear 
Than unto it the warlike trumpets make. 
When I but hear this hannony, I could, 
Full of delight, venture my single persrjn 
Against an armed troop. Away with i)eace ! 
It is the canker and the bane of minds ; 
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Tis that which makes us to forget ourselves, 

And spend our lives in sensuality. 

Then glorious war, advance thy armed arm, 

That soldiers may have ways to show themselves ! 

Would Goths and Vandals once again would come 

Int' Italy, or Moors into our Spain, 

That Mattemores might wear out his sword 

With hewing bones and cleaving armed men ! 

Each thing doth to his centre fall, and I 

Would unto muie, which is to fight or die ! 

Who art thou ? 

Tra. I] 

Mat, Ay, you ! What I are you too good to be asked ? 

Tra. I am Trappolin ! 

Mat. By that I know not. Art thou a man of war ? 
Is Trappolin in any captain*s roll ? 
Is 't writ ] 

Tra. Yes, Seignior Captain, in the parson's book. 
The day thereof my baptism is set down. 

Mat. And in that honour oft hast thou e*er fought 
With infidels, and slain a score or two ] 

Tra. Not I, heavens be prais'd ! A score or two, said 
you, Captain] Then should I sure never escape,. for, 
I promise you, many an one is hang d for killing of 
one. 

Mat, Fie ! what an ignorance is this ! Hast thou a 
mind to become now a soldier ] 

Tra, Indeed, Seignior Captain, I cannot resolve you 
as yet. I am about a wife ; Til ask her if she will turn 
soldier too, and then, if I like it, there's an end. But 
I pray you. Captain, what is a soldier 1 

Mat. A soldier, Trappolin, is he that does 
Venture his life a hundred times a day — 
Would in his country's and his prince's cause 
Stand cannon shot, and wood of steeled pikes — 
Would, when his body's full of wounds, all night 
Lie in the field, and sleep upon his helm. 

Tra. Good Captain, pardon me ! neither I nor Fla- 
metta will be soldiers. Heavens defend ! Venture 
my life so many times a day? there is more safety and 



1 24 TRAITOUV. 

gain in turninpj tliief ! I love my countrj' and ])rincf 
well, but myself better. Tis <^oo(l sleeping in a wli()le 
skin ; 'tis better Ipng with Flametta in a warm ])etl I 
Marry, I had thought a soldier had not Wen such a 
fool ! How many of them might there be in Florence, 
sir Cai)tain ? 

Mat, Thou coward, many hundreds. 

Tra. The gods send them more wit, that's e'en all 
that I can say. But I pray you, sir Caj)tain, now I 
think on 't, persuade my fatlier and mother, sisters, 
and uncles, and aunts, and all the kin I have, to turn 
soldiers, that they may be kill'd quickly, and I be 
their heir. I swear, Captain, you should lose nothing 
by 't ; I would give you a good present for 't. 

Mat. Base coward ! 

Tra. (lood Captain, what is the meaning of coward? 
I have often heard that word, and would fain know 
the true meaning of it. 

Mat. A coward is a fellow base as thou, — 
One that doth spend his precious time in sloth — 
Cares not what alterations kingdoms have, 
80 he at home may vrelter in his i>leasures ; 
A fellow that had rather sit all day 
Drinking tol)acco, and carousing cups. 
Than dye his sword in blood of enemies. 

2m. Why then, Caj)tain, in faith I am a very 
coward ; 'tis better by half than a soldier. I know 
there is far more plea.sure in a glass of good wine and 
a pipe of true Varines than in bullets whizzing alx)ut 
one's ears, and i)ikes or halberts, or what you will, 
a-beating out one's teeth. 

Mat. Thou dunghill wretch ! 

Tra. Seignior Captain, be not angry, for I vow I 
mean earnest. I should never digest the soldiery life, 
nor, am I sure, would Flametta ; and the gods help 
them that <lo I 

Mat. Thou earthen - minded slave, 'tis pity thou 
shouldst eat or drink that ha.st no better thoughts ! 

Tra. Not as long as I pay for 't. What the devil 
have I to <lo with your soldiery, sir Cfiptain ? Give 
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nie leave to be of ray own mrnd, and a coward, for 
I'm sure no wise man but would say as I do ; let those 
follow your wars that are aweary of their lives. 

Mat Thou art as dunghill a minded rascal as e'er I 
heard in my life. I would not for anything thou wast 
a Spaniard ; thou wouldst be a slander to the whole 
nation. And, villain, I tell thee if thou wert one I 
would kill thee ; Mattemores would do it, and so I 
leave it. [J'Jxit, 

Triu Farewell, my Sir Don; go hang yourself! 
What have I to do with your wars, trow ] For nothing 
would I venture to fight but Flametta, and for her I 
durst not exceed about it fisty cuffs, or a bout with a 
little pair of cudgels at the most I should never 
endure to shoot off a gun, not I ; the very noise of it 
would make me endanger my breeches. 

Enkr Horatio. 

Brunetto, honest Brunetto ! how dost do ? Be merry, 
man; this time will have an end, man, and till it come 
be as jovial as thou canst. Thou wouldst e'en 'a bless'd 
thyself to have seen how I vex'd the patience of my 
Lord Barbarin. 

Hora. You have not, sure % 

Tra. Marry but I have, and to the })urpose too ! 

Htyra. Then you are undone, Trappolin. 

Tra. Why, man? 

Ilora, The Duke has left him and the Lord Machavil 
governors till his return. 

Tra. The devil he has ! 

Hora. 'Tis very true. 

Tra. Troth, then, I am but little better, 1 fear. 

Entrr OFFiCEiis. 

1 Off. That's he ! 

2 Off. Lay hold on him I 

Tra. Brunetto, I am undone ! thy Trai)polin must 
to the jail. Pray you, my small friends, give me leave 
to s})eak but one word ; remember me to my sugar- 
candy, Flametta. 
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:\ Off. Away with him ! 

4 0[l'. To prison w^ith tlie saucy rogue I [ExeunL 

Ilont. I came to Mantua to aid the Duke, 

My uncle, 'gainst his foes the Florentines ; 

Where, hearing every man to praise the lieauty 

Of sweet Prudentia, the rejmrt did win me. 

Being taken in the wars, I was not sad, 

Because I wiis to go where she did live. 

But seeing so many Princes all desirous 

To marry lier, I knew the great Duke never 

Would bestow her on Savove's second s(m ; 

And therefore yet I have concealed myself. 

Nor doth she know I am Horatio : 

For want of o])i)ortunity, I yet 

Could ne/(T so much as sigh within her hearing. 

E/tfrr PrUDEXTIA and HiPOLITA. 

IlijK The Lady Isabella, by her picture. 
May be sui>i)osed to l)e a matchless fair one ; 
Each feature of her face is wondrous good. 
And her fine head of hair 's a curious colour. 

Fru. In her we shall be happy all, for she. 
The world rei)orts, hath, ecpial to her form, 
A noble and a virtuous mind. Who's that ? 

Hip. lie is your brother's prisoner, called Brunetto, 
That in the wars of Mantua was took. 

I'ru. 'Tis a handsome man ! 

Ilij). And thought of all the c<nirt a gentleman 
Of good descent ; but he hath not disclosed 
His parentage to an v. 

Pnf. Why doth he not? 

Jlip. That no man knows yet besides himself. 

J'rn. How m<'lancholy he tloth seem ! 

7//y>. Hf hatli good cause for it, madam ; 
Who can Ix; nurry in captivity? 

]*iiL 'Tis true. 
A gentleman of good descent suj)pos'd t 
I n«'ver saw a man of l>raver carriage, 
Nor one that jjleasM m«' better than he doth. 
Alia ' 
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////>. Why sigh yf)U, mjulain ] 

Pni. To think of fortune. Perhaps this prisoner 
Is of a house as good as the Medicis — 
He hath lived before the wars of Mantua 
In all the happiness you could desire ; 
And now we see him thus ! 

Hip. Methinks I hoar him sigh. 

Pru. And so do I. 

Hip. He's gone ! [Exit Horatio. 

Pru. But with how sad a gait ! 
Methinks I am not as T was before. 
Hipolita ! 

Hip. Madam ] 

Pru. Prithee go tune my lute, I have a mind 
To sing a little ; I shall forget to play 
If I sd seldom use it. 

Hip. I go, madam ! \Efit HiroLiTA. 

Pru. I have sent her hence that I might search 
my heart, 
For sure it is not as it lately was ; 
It is so full of thoughts, I cannot find 
The free access into it I had wont. 
What should the reason l>e \ what have 1 done 
To breed this alteration ? Nothing I. 
Ere I came here I felt myself as free 
From this strange — what it is I cannot tell. 
The place is not bewitched sure, nor have 
I seen aught but tliis ha])less prisoner. 
Alas ! poor gentleman,— for in his looks 
And in his carriage I can guess him such, — 
How little to the fates art thou iK-holden 
T.» let thee live a prisoner thus ! How now \ 
What is 't I say ?— talk of Brunetto? Oh ! 
1 am in love, the gods will hnve it so ! |AV/7. 
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Scene ii. 

J^nier Barbarino, Machavil, Mattemores, ami 
Officers, hading Trappolin after them. 

Bar. Tliis man, Lord Machavil, is one of those 
That cloth in Florence nourish vice : he is 
A pander, — one that, if he sees a stranger. 
Straight makes acquaintance with him, for what end 
Yourself may guess. So he may gain thereby, 
He would betray our daughters, lead our sons 
To brothels, vicious and full of rottenness. 

Tm, I wonder how the devil he came to know any- 
thing that I did. 

Bar. This writing yesternight was presented to me. 
Here you may see what enormities he is guilty of 

Tra. His lordship would show himself a great hater 
of bawdr)'. 

Miic. 'Tis good we did examine him. 

Mat. And there is not such a coward in Tuscany — 
He's able to corruj)t an army. 

Tra, Seignior Captain, never fear it, for I ne*er 
mean to come into one. 

Bar. Bring him before us ! 

Tra. Ah, that I durst tell my lord's excellence why 
he deals thus with me ! 'Tis for a wench, and yet how 
eager he is against bawdry ! 

Ojf. Forward, Trappolin ! go before their excel- 
lencies. 

Bar. Sirrah I this pai)er doth not only show 
You are a rogue, your looks declare you one ; 
Thou hast as ill a face as e'er I saw. 

Tra. And yet Flametta think'st as good as his ; 
I did not lie and if I said a better. 

Mac. Ere, we come to tliis panderism, I'll examine 
him about other matters. Sir, do you never use to 
carry pistols about you ] 

Tra. Sometimes, and please your excellence, I do. 

Ihir. Write down that, notary. 



^■™ 
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Tm, What does your lordship mean 1 1 did not 
steal them. 

Mac, I know well enough what I do. Sirrah ! you 
want to shoot somebody ! 

Tm, Beseech your honour to take me along with 
you ; I mean money. 

Mac, Tliat's vain ! then, notary, tear it out. 

Bar. Do you ne'er carry other arms neither ] 

Tra, Many times, my lord. 

Bar, Notary, down with it ! he shall be tiUk'd with 
for that. 

Tra. Your honour is deceivVl again ; I meant only 
arms upon seals, or scutcheons from the heralds. 

Mac. This is nothing, notiiiy ; tear it out ! 

Bar, A pimp I'm sure he is. 

Mac, Do you never carry no love-letters, as from a 
gentleman to a lady, or a gentlewoman to a cavalier, 
or so ] 

Tra, Oh, very oft, my lord. 

Bar. Do you so, indeed ? Notary, write it down ! 

Tra. Your honour must understand me ; letters of 
love, of friendship, — as when a lady writes mito her 
brother at Sienna, a wife to her husband at Pisa, a 
son to his mother at such a place, a father to his 
daughter married at such a town. I am often hired, 
and carry tliem to the i)ost. 

Mac, Notary, you must tear out this too ! 

Bar, But, sirrah ! to come nearer to the nk^tt< r. 
Do you not keep inteUigence with whores ? 
Have you ne'er played the ruffian ] By your melius 
Hath no man been provided of a lodging ? 

Tra. This I have no excuse for ; the whole city 
knows me a pimp, \_Aiiide. 

And that it is very nigh my living. 

MiW. What say you, sirrah ? 

Tra, My lords ! I am but a })oor fellow, and must live. 

Bar. By bawdry 1 

Tra. Tis but a friend's part 

Mac, A wicked one'^. Notary, down with this at 
large ! 
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Tra. Alas, my lonl, wliat hurt is it < If 1 lu*l|> a 
^ontlt'iiian to a sound wrnch, wliere is then* any 
fault? (iood your honours, consider me; think not 
I am ii man alone in this business — that many others 
live by it as well as I. 

4 

Bar. What an impudeney is this ! 
Not only to (h) ill, hut to defend it, 
is a trans<^ie^sion exceeds fori^iveness. 

Tni. (fOod my lord, take pity on me I \\'ell-a-<lay, 
what should I do \ I have not only done a favour 
in it for myself, hut also a courtesy for many a 
•gentleman. 

Mar. Do not tear out that, notary. 

Tn(. Beseech your honours, let him tear t out I 

Htw. What shall wc do with this villain ? 

Mni\ Why, let's hani< him I and there's an end of 
him. 

Tnt. That's tnie, i'faith. Consider, my lords, that 
never man was put to death for such a matter, hut 
rather that they have been beloved, and well ])aid by 
noble men an<l cavaliers. 

^[(lr. Had we not best to ccmdemn him to tin* 
i^alleys ] or let's banish him I 

liar. Ay, that's the Ixvst ! 

Tra. Beseech your honours, pity me I 

Mar, After to-morrow, Trappolin, if thou be'st seen 
in Flcirence thou shalt die — be hang'd! we banish thee 
Ibr tenn of life I therefore prepare agjiinst to-morrow 
to l>e «4one. 

Tra. Pray your h(niours ! 

liar. N(>tary, write down he's banish'<l ! 

M<ir. You r(>i;ue, it is irrevocable, an<l therefore 
make you ready. 

Tra. 1 think 1 am the first man that ever was 
bani.>ird for such a matter. Were all of my professitui 
in the city served so, I think we should make an 
army royal cd' us. 

Ihir. This matter is conchnled, Trapjxdin ; 
Oo, seek your fortune ! My Lonl Machavil, 
We may depart. [Exrmtf. 
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Mill. Thou man of dirt, hadst thou a soldier been. 
This banishment had never l)een pronouncM. 

Tm. But, sir Captain ! I fear I should have been 
kiird, wliich is worse. 

Mat. If for thy countr}', 't had l)een a noble death. 

Tra. I had rather live, Captain, tlian die nobly. 

Mat. Thou man compos'd of sand, in vain I spend 
My breath to talk with such a slave as thou ; 
(io and be hang'dl for so thou dost deserve, 
And might I judge thee, it should be tliy end. [Exit. 

Tra. Thou brazen-headed coxcomb, mayst thou g<» 
to the devil with a dnim before thee ! I had as lief 
1m» banish'd out of my country, and walk in peace, as 
be out on 't in the wars. 

Enter HoKATJo. 

Brunetto I O Brunetto I I must leave thee ! I nuist 
iHJgone, man, to-morrow. Farewell, Florence ! 

Hora. AVhy, what's the matter, Trappolin ] 

Tra. Why, I have banish'd the Lord Barl>erino, 
and the Lord Machavil. 

Ilora. How ] you banish'd them ] 

Tra. They have banish'd me, or I them — 'tis all 
one ; ordered away, and the devil a bit a money 1 
have. Hast thou a mind to a wench, Brunetto ] Or 
if thou hjist no mind to one, knowest thou anybody 
that has ? I'd fain be earning a little money. 

Hora. I wish thee well, live honest, Trappolin, 
And so thou shalt be sure to prosper better. 
This ring I give thee ; sell it, and the money 
Spend to maintain thee. 

Tra. Honest Brunetto ! faith, 
An' ere I can I will requite thee fully. 
Farewell I I must also take my leave 
Of my Flametta ! We shall cry together, 
Like unto schoolboys that are to be whipt. [Exit. 

Ifora. Alas, poor simple Trappolin ! I pity 
Thy fortune, yet 'tis better far than mine ! 
Of all mankind 1 am most miserable, 
And lead a life would make a soul prove mortal ; 
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Yet do I not repine. Most dear Pnidentia ! 
1 never can endure enougli for thee, 
So that at last 1 may attain my wishes. 
There 's not a grief mankind did ever suffer, 
Nor pain, I would not pass to make thee mine I 
Thou art tlie centre of my wishes ; — all 
Horatio's thoughts upon thy beauty fall ! 

Enter Prudentia. 

Pru. heavens, he merciful ! and if I tell 
Him I am his, let him say he is mine I 
I have a fire within my breast must out — 
Longer I cannot hide it ! If he now 
Does not woo me, I shall solicit him. 
How sad a pace he walks ! how melancholy 
Does he look ! Love compels us unto things 
In others we would .scorn. I'll speak unto him. 
Because I fear he blares not unto me. 
Brunetto ! 

Ilora, Divincst ladv ! 

Pru. I thought a gentleman, for .so I gue.s.s you, 
Could have endured affliction better far, 
That in the wars durst venture so his person. 

ILmi, Most exc^dlent Princess, many thousand men 
Can suffer well the dangers of a battle ; 
But there are few, or none at all, that can 
Bear out the pavssions of a mind afflicted. 

Pm. Then you are discontent. Alas! you long for 
Your liberty ; and, truth, I cannot blame you. 

Hora. Then should I hate myself, being a slave to 
one 
Whom I desire evermore to serve. 
Ye that command the destinies of men, 
Now let me die, and if 1 shall not prosper ! 
Know, noblest lady ! that the prisoner 
That speaks unto you is a Prince by birth. 
I am Horatio, second son unto 
The Duke of Savoy, and the Piedmont Prince. 
At Mantua the fame of your i)erfections 
Captiv'd my soul ; and when that I was t(K)k 
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I (lid account myself a happy man, 

Boin^ to ^o where you did live. 1 know, 

Most dearest Princess, that I am unworthv 

So ^Teat a happiness as is your love ; 

Yet if you deny me — witness Heaven ! — 

I never will return to Turin, 

But here die languisliing for your refusal. 

The Duke, my father, soon would jjay my ransom : 

But thraldom, for vour sake, I have esteemed 

AlM)ve lil)erty and pleasures of a court ! 

Pru, My thanks, most gracious heavens I Bru- 
netto is 
A Prince ! Most worthy, brave Horatio, 
I scorn to dally with my happiness, 
Like some that love to counterfeit their j(»ys .' 
Know I do love thee dear as my own soul» 
And that, if thou hadst now l)een silent, I 
My heart unto thee had disclose<l. Live hap))y ! 
And, if it in my power lies, thou shalt ! 

Ilora. Doubt, fear, desj>air, begone ! I am a man 
That envy not the blessed lives of Kings I 
Now she hath deign'd to say these haj>py words, 
I care not though all mankind threaten me. 
Most excellent an<l mercifuUest lady, 
Y 'ave raistnl me to a joy })eyond my thoughts I 
May all the gcnls retjuite you for this gocxlness, 
And I wear out my life to do you service ! 

Pru. My dear Horatio, enough I I doubt not 
Thy affe>cti(m's etpial unto mine. \Ve will 
Love while we live ; and may we die forgotten 
When we do cease to love I Say 1 not well 1 

ILna. Admire(i Princess, you outspeak me much, 
But never shall outlove me I 

Pru. Heavens be kind ! 
And make us in two bcMlies have <aie mind. [E.r4'unf. 
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Act II. — Scene i 

Kidcr Tkappolix, sohis. 

Tnt. This Imiii.sliVl life is very doleful ! 1 walk I 
know not whither, and every step I go Flametta 
eomes into my mind. I think how she cried when 
we parted, and swore that she would go too ; and 
certainly so she would, if 1 had not told her she was 
not hanish'd, and might not. Farewell, my true Fla- 
metta ! and the devil take the two scurvy l(>rds Bar 
harino and Machavil ; for Captain Mattemores, he is 
a prattling ass. But, by my conscience, he could 
ne'er ha' turn'd me loose for such a matter. Farewell, 
my draughts of Montefiascone, and Bologna sausages I 
Methinks this is a very melancholy place — I have not 
seen a living body thesi* two hours but they had 
wings or four h*gs. Let nu'- bethink me whither t(» 
])etake myself, for in Tuscan}' stay 1 must not. I'd 
to Home and turn friar if I had any Latin in me. 
There is nothing of Milain or Naj>les, without I mean 
to turn soldier for one dinner a day. Farewell, all 
my good suppers I was wont to have ! the wench(»s I 
help'd gentlemen to ! Venice — ay, that's the likeliest 
]>lace of all ; and there I'll follow my own trade — 
I love to be fin^^'rin^ of Mons and Polax rvals. 
Well, then, I'll to Venice, and turn ])imp ; it is a 
good, gainful life in Italy, full of ea.se and pleasure — 
c's]>ecially if the flesh be young and hands<mie. Me- 
thinks 1 hear a bustling in yon trees: I hope it be 
not a thief, for then 1 shall lose the ring Bninett(» 
gave me, and may go hang myself Yon's an old 
man ; and he be one I care not, for sure I shall be 
good enough for him. 

Enf<'V Maoo, it vohji'.ror. 

Miiiji). Son, you arc baiiisliM ; I know all tln^ matter. 
Tra. 'Tis true, old friend ; 1 am indeed I But how 
the devil came vou to know it ? 
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Mwjo. Why, the devil told me ! 

Tm. Ahvs, that e'er 1 was born I 1 pray you, 
fiither conjuror, do not hurt me I 

MtKjn. Son Tra])polin, I am so far from hurting 
thee, that tliee I do intend to make a Prince. 

Tra. I ])ray you, pardon me, father conjuror; 1 
have no mind to domineer or swagger in hell. 

Maijn, You understand me not : thou shalt return 
to Florence. 

Tm. And he hange<l there for my labour. 

Mmjo. Be honoured there, and be suppos'd the 
Duke, who now in Milain is about his wife. 

Tra. Faith, if you can bring this about, father 
conjuror, I shouhl laugh indeed. But suppose it 
could 1h^ done, when his Highness comes woe be to 
my neck I 

Matjo. No fear at all. Leave all to me, and but 
remember what I sav, and thou art safe. 

Tra. Faith, 1 know not what to think of this, but 
conjurors can do much. 

Mafjn. I'll do it, never doubt. Come near to me ! 
Within this circle go, and do not fear though thou 
seest devils ski|> about thee. 

Tra. Father conjuror, fan^well I I'd rather livt» 
in banishment than see the devil. 

Matjn. Thou silly fellow, do not fear ! In this, 
Mvria^ls of fiends dare not, nor can thev, hurt thee. 
Here thou shalt stand as safe fr<mi any dang<'r 
As ever thou didst yet in any plact*. 
Tliink'st thou I have so little power <>ver sjurits 
As they tlare disobey what 1 command I 
Tell me thy wish, and, if thou ha^t it not. 
Before thy face I'll sink awav witli fear. 
Give me thy hand, and come ! 

Tri'. Father conjuror, i' faith I wish n(»thiiig m<M*«' 
than what you have j>romised me already. C'ouhlthat 
be done, I need ne'er 1h» a ))ander again. 

Marjo. Why do you stay \ 

Tra. Shall I be safe ? 

Mafjn. As free from peril a> you ran dc.Niic. 



13G TRAPPOLIN. 

Tra. Wliy, then, I'll venture, being for such a matter. 
But, honest father conjuror, if for fear I chance 
To die, let not your devils take ray body. 

Ma [10. Come, do not fear at all ! there is no need. 

Tra. I will venture ; but I pray you let not the 
devils come too near me. 

]\Ia{jo, You that below frequent the Stygian lake, 
And in Cocytus' waves do bathe yourselves — 
You that upon the strands of Phlegeton 
Do use to walk, attend unto my charms — 
A])pear ! I charge thee to appear, thou fiend ! 
Thou that over man's head jiower hast, appear ! 
Eo, thou spirit, come ! 

Tra. Good fiither conjuror, 
Let not the devils be too ugly, lest 
I j)lay the sloven, and annoy your nose. 

Ma go. Fear not ! 

Tra. Honest master conjuror, y<>nder comes your 
devil. Prav you cireh* me once more, for I'm afraid 
he'll be t(»o hold with me, 

M(ojo. Not all the iiends that are in hell can do 
The least annoyance to thee, Trappolin ; 
Thou art safe, and so lu'lieve thou art. Come, Eo ! 
Give me that hat enchanted. 

£o. Here it is ! 
Command me auuht else ? 

Ma (JO. No, vanish now ! 
Son Trap., observe me well. This hat 
Keep always on thy head ; 'tis Eo call'd — 
One of the thimrs will make thee thouj^ht a Prince. 

Tra. 'Tis none of the handsomest ; mine 's of a 
better block. 1 think some Naples devil made it, 
'tis Si> hiuli-crowned ; om; that saw me in this would 
rather think me a ibol than a Duke 

M(t(jo. Meo, thou s})irit of magic glass, appear ! 
I cliarue thee in dread Pluto's name to come ! 

Tra. More devils yet ! Js the circle sure, father 
c()]ijuror] and 't be not, I pray you take an order 
with it ; I have no mind at all to venture myself 
airainst the devil. 
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Mago. Have I not told thee thou art Bafe 1 Fear not ! 

Tra. Yonder 's another devil ; I think of Moran, 
for he brinies a l()okin<^-^lass with him. 

Mago. Deliver it ! Begone ! 

Tra. I tliank you for it, beswom ; for in good 
earnest, father conjuror, I would have as little the 
company of your devils as is possible. 

Mayo. But before I give you this mirror, son, 
Receive this powder, by magic art compos'd 
And secret spells ! He upon whona thou flingest it. 
It hath such hidden virtue in it, will 
Be took by all for Trap])olin. 

Tra. For me ] 

Maijo. Yes, certainly, for thee. 

I'ra. Say you so ] Why then, i' faith, with all my 
heart givt; it me. I swear unto y(m, old father, 
the very liest man in Tuscany shall be Trappolin. 

Mago. Here, put it up and keep it safe. 

Tra. And I do not, hang me I 

Mago. Now, are you ready for the looking-glass ] 

Tra. I am very ready ind(*ed. 

Mago. Son Trappolin, this looking-glass was 
wrought 
In the deep caverns of tlie dark abyss, 
ComposM of the nuid of Phlegeton, 
And with the blood of tortur'd miscreants ! 
It is a mirror I have studied long. 
And now have bnmght unto perfection. 
This upon thee I do bestow, a gift 
Such as the crowns of Emperors could not buy. 

Tra. And yet, fatlier conjuror, I have seen half a 
dozen better sold for a pistole. 

Mana. Thev were the work of mortals. When 
thou hast 
A cloak I'll give thee too, but look in this, 
And thou shalt see thyself the Duke; and if. 
When he returns again, thou meetest him, — 
But throw the ]>owder on him first, — and h<? 
Begins to rage, l>id him look in't, and it 
Will show him the relhcticai of thci-. 
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Tm. Say you so f Wliy, then, give me the ghiss ! 

Mago. Here ! stainl still I I will now raise up tin* 
fiend 
Tiiat hath the cloak which T have jn'omised thee. 

Tni, Father conjuror, as you love your son Traj>- 
polin, give me another 
Circle or two, for I promise you I fear this almost 
W(a'n out. 

MiKjo. Still thou (lost fear] Be l>ol<l and (uuifident ; 
Hell cannot hurt thee as thou stand'st. 

Trap, Why, then, let him come ! 

Mdffo. In Proserpine's dread name, our sovereign 
<pieen, 
Areo, 1 do charge thee to appear ! 
Thus, by the waft of this enchanted wand, 
I do command thee, fiend, unto this place I 

Tnij). No more, father conjuror ! hold I here comes 
the devil ! He's a tailor in hell fire, for \\r brings 
a ch):ik. 

ulrcK Thou against whom fitTce Cerberus dares not 
bark. 
Here is the cloak, which, to obev thv will. 
We, that thy servants are, have mad«'. 

Mfff/o, 'Tis well ! 
Begone ! 1 license thy depart. This cloak, 
S(Ui Trap}>olin, (loth perfect thee the Duke. 

TnijK I know not, but, on my conscience, the 
poorest of his Highness' servants neVr wear a worse. 
It seems to me to have Ixvn made of these miserable 
thefts of a beu'iz.irlv tailor, 'tis of* su manv colours : and 
for the fashion of it, by your leave, father conjunu*, 
'tis very clownish, and something indinini' U> the 
fool's fashion. 

Mit'jo. Thy wonls, son Trapi)olin, are vain. Those 
counts 
And mar([uesses that swagger it in gold 
Shall not appear so glorious to the l*)\'s 
( )\ nuMi as thou in this. 

Tni. Father conjuror, I'll b(» rul'd by you ; put 

4 Mi ! 
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MfNjv. Thou art the great Duke now in show ; tlie 
wisest 
Judgineiits will l)elieve thee so. Now take the glass 
and see thyself in 't. 

'fnip. Beseech your Highness, pardon me ! I am 
A poor subject of yours, for a small matter 
Banish'd by envious lords. 

Matjn, Why, Trappolin, what folly is this 1 

Tta. Besworn to you, father, I thought I saw his 
Highness, and was a begging to be pardoned. 

M(igo. Away with ignorance ! 'twas thy reflexion. 
As thou didst seem unto thyself, so thou 
Shalt likewise to the world appear. Now, mark 

me ! 
Not one of these can make thee like the Duke ; 
They altogether do. Ne'er leave them off 
Witliout thou art secure ; for, one but missing, 
Thou wilt appear thyself. The hat is call'd 
After the devil's name that brought it, Eo ; 
The looking-glass, Meo ; the cloak, Areo ; 
And there are fiends w ithin them. 

7'/v^ Father conjuror, I thank you for your kind 
ness ; take all your ware again ! Carry so many 
devils about me I so I shall be sure to be carried to 
the devil by 'em ! 

M(i[i<K Suspect no hurt ; they can as well destroy 
Their immortality as do thee harm. 

Tm, Why, then, honest father conjuror, I'll ven- 
ture myself among them. But 1 swear unto you, if 
they begin to stir, I'll e'en fling them all away witliout 
nituv ado. 

JA/'/o. Farewfll, son Trappolin I return to Florence, 
And flourish in the pleasures of the Court ; 
Other affairs command nie to be gone, 
(live me thy hantl ! Farewell, son Trappolin I 

Tra. Be not so hasty, my dear old father! one 
word before you go. How shall 1 say that I bring 
not my Duchess with me, but come ahnie ] 

Mnfjo. Why, anything- what you will. 

7'/v/. I'll make 'em believe, then, that I licenst'd hrr 
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to stay as long as she pleases, and that I came alone 
to see how they governed in my absence. 

Mago. 'Twill do ! Xow, have you done with me ? 

Tra. I have. I thank you for all your things here. 
Fare you well, honest father conjuror I \_Exit Mago. 

Tra. Xow, Trappoliu is no more Trappolin. 
What I am in my glass I'll look again — 
The great Duke ! Ha ! 'tis well — 'tis very well ! 
This scurvy cloak doth seem his gallant one, 
And this base hat his Hif^hness' beaver ; mv face. 
My body, legs, and all seem changed ; — i' faith, 
The conjuror is a wondrous learned fellow. 
You scoundrel lords that l)anish'd me, I'll make 
Sport with your scurvy honours, that 1 will I 
K(», Meo, and Areo, attend 
Unto your offices well, and guard your friend ! 



SCENK ir. 

Eutw Sfoiiza, fhe Dahe of Mlhiln ; HORTKNTIA, fhr 
Jhichiss ; Isabella, Jtis aisfer ; Lavinio, t/te (inaf 
I)(ike ; inth Attendants. 

Sfor. ^lost noble brotlier, — for so the teujple rit«'s 
Of Hymen done do license me to call you, — 
Honour our entert^iinment one half hour 
Lonjrer, and we will leave you with vour bride. 

L<a\ Great Prince 1 the dories vou have done me 
here 
I leave to future chronicles to tell ; 
And still you do increase thoni ! Sure no man 
In Milain ever did receive such honours. 
You always sliall command me. 

Sfor. Sir, we deserve no compliments ; we have 
Our wishes if you but rest satisfied 
Of our good meaning. 

hiv. Most gracious madam ! the Koman Kmj)erors 
Would have wondered at V(»ur Court had thev but 
known it. 
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Which of thera all woulil not have blessVl his ftites 
For the fruition of so rich a beauty 
As is the matchless Lad}' Isabella? 

Isd. Sir! of your own you may say what you 
plvaso, 
But 1 am sure you overpraise me much. 

Imv. Dearest of all the world ! thou dost deserve 
Princes and poets both to sj)eak thy worth ! 
lUess'd be the powers divine, that me of all 
Mankind did choose to make most fortunate 
In giving me the glory of the earth ! 

Sfur. Sit down, most noble brother ! from your 
bride 
We will not part you. Sister, this place is yours. 
So let them now begin I 



Enter Hymex, Luna, Mars, Mkrcxry, Juhtkh, 
Venus, Saturn, Sul, after /nusir. 

Ili/m. Hither we are descended from above, 
To gratulate your nobly-grounded love. 
That you, most worthy happy pair, should know 
The gods themselves are plciUied with what you do. 
Me you have honoured, and to honour you 
1 have brought the deities along which do 
Command and rule the days, that they may bless 
You all the year with plenteous happiness! 
May Tuscany's cities boast of Milain's spouse ; 
And future ages, when they would compose 
One gracM with all the virtues, her express 
To be a lady like this Milainess. 
And may the most ingenious Florentines, 
Your citizens, great Duke, busy their minds 
In writing and in singing marriage songs, 
Dflec table epithalamiums ! 
While you do live, love ever ; and may you 
Continually your generous heats renew. 
Thus Hymen wishes, and it will go hard 
If what a god says gods do not regard. 
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Tims I could siMMul the night, but thfit would provi* 
A wrong unto my rites and to your love I 

Here t/ici/ (hinre^ and Hymen leads if. 

Jjnof, Cynthia I am, that with my borrowed light 
Outshine the stars, an«i do command the night I 
Many a time, wdu^n else I veil'd would ride, 
I will appear to see you with your bride. 
Lamps nor wax-lights you shall not need, for I 
Instead of them will evermore be by ; 
And may you, in this life you have begun, 
K(pial in love me and Endymion. 

Mars. Though my aspect be fierce, and wars pre- 
sage, 
To you they shall be such as lovers wage, — 
Sweet kisses, soft embraces, and such things 
As amorous (Queens enjoy and amorous Kings. 
Vou therefore, without pity, both may fight 
Battles, not full of danger, but delight ; 
And may they last until I part you two. 
Which I do j)romise I will never do I 

Mer, Hermes I am, Maja's wing d son, and shine 
Among the planets in a globe of mine ; 
And though 'tis true I favour thefts and sleights. 
Yet will do none t* diminish your delights. 
Love, therefore, laugh, and kiss, embrace, and be 
Secure — nothing can hurt you without me ; 
And if I ever do, may 1 forego 
My sphere, and live among the fiends below ! 

Jfij). Of all the gods and goddesses I am 
The most supreme, and bear the chiefest nauH'. 
For love, what is it that I have not done. 
To bring my wishes to conclusion? 
1 for myself have done no more than 1 
Will do for you to make you live in joy ! 
Therefore, most happy pair of lovers, fear 
Nothing, since Jove himself doth hold you dear! 
Live merrily, and let this be your mover. 
That Jupiter himself was once a h>ver! 
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A Sung. 

rm. Since in my orb I shiniMl fair, 

And lovers did befriend, 
The morning and tlie evening star, 

I never could command, 
Heaven-blessed pair, none like to you, 
Whom time shall never make untrue ! 

May Hesperus and Vesper lose 

Their lights, fair Venus fall, 
If all her power she doth not use 

To prosper you withal ! 
May other deities grant you life, 
I'll make you loving man and wife I 

Sdf. Though I am old and rigid in aspect 
And cold, and youtliful sports do not affect 
An<l though my influences many ways 
Adverse to others be, and cross their days 
For you, heaven-loved pair, myself I'll force, 
And run a milder and a gentler course ; 
His ancient custom Saturn will forget. 
Rise for your jdeasuies, for your pleasures set. 
Doubt me not, therefore, for my vow is strong. 
That for your sakes again 1 wish me young. 

Sol. Pluebus I am, the glorious guide of day. 
That all the planets lighten with my ray. 
I am the brightsome. lightsome charioteer, 
That heaven and earth adorn within my sphen^ : 
And know what 'tis to be in love, since 1 
Followed my Daphne, who from me did fly. 
May I lose all my glory, all my beams 
Fall like my Phaethon int* ocean streams, 
If all my faculties 1 do not try 
To make you live in j«>v, and love enjoy. 
In summer time, when you int' arbours go, 
I will not shine to trouble you Indow ; 
Will only peep to s(»e you kiss and smile, 
To make me think, this 1 have done erewhih*. 
In winter seascm, when the frost doth stiiy. 
And hinder rivers to iro on their wa\ - 
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When flakes of snow do cov«n- rartli's <<r(H'n face, 
I for your sako.s will thaw otF botli apace. 
In pleasures evermore you sliall accord ; 
Apollo cannot falsify his word. 

Uere iJcey dance a/wthrr ilana\ vhnh Hymen Icmh. 

Ilym. The gracious j)laiiets, which oomiiiand the days 
By powerful influences, you havc^ lieard, 
To bless you both accordint^ to their ways. 

Vowing to be your keepers and your guard. 
Them for your sakes with me I brouglit ah)ng, 

That tliey might prosper y«>u as well as 1 : 
Because this marria''e knot I'd tie so stnmi', 

That it there nothinir ever sliould untie. 
You whom the heavens will prosper all your 
life, 
You whom on earth there's nothinir can 
offend — 
Most happy pair, most ha])])y man and wife. 

Your livcis in love wear out, and in love en«l. 
Xor sjiall a poet, hired f«>r liis gain, 

Upon vour tomb a feiirntMl verse eiiLrravc^ 
Men's tongues and tears shall make }ou both 
remain 
Above the power of an epitapli. 
But may you live till you aweary be. 

Not of youselves, but of these earthly sports ; 
And the eternal joys above would s(»e, 

Wliich ever are in Jove's immortal courts. 
Thus unto you do gods tlieir wishes give, 
And unto them may you according live I 

[E.iriinf Maskeks. 
Sfitr. I think, Ilortentia, now the mask is done, 
Our brother gladly would go to his rest. 

Jlorf. And it is time. Most noble brother, wlien 
You please, we will attend you to your chamber ; 
And, sister, we will see you laid in bed. 
Methinks it is a very pretty thing 
To see a virgin bride look pale and blush. 

Isa. 'Tia sport to others, to the maid 'tis none. 
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Jjtiv. Most excellent Princess, when you please, let's 

go! 
For now each minute is as tedious to me 
As years have been, so much I do desire 
The chaste embraces of my matchless spouse. 

Sfor. And, worthy friend, let us entreat your stay 
As long in Milain as is possible ; 
You cannot be in Florence more beloved, 
Nor by the better nor the meaner sort. 

Liu\ What 1 can do you know you may command 
Unto my utmost power. 

HorL Lights! 

hiv. My fairest, dearest love, your hand I This part 
Of liappiness makes me suppose the rest. [A'./vw///. 



SCENK in. 
Enter Mattkmokf>s 

Mat. Those lazy time-s that do degenerate minds. 
And breed new thoughts in most heroic hearts. 
By noble spirits are to be abhorr'd, 
And loathed as the ruin of their souls. 
Whilst I did follow the triumphant war 
Through fire and blood, I wa.s a ha])j)y man ; 
I thought no [deasure was a parallel 
To the loud cry of mortal- wounded foes. 
But now 1 am transformed from myself; 
Hipolita hath charm'd me with a look. 
May I but hear her s[)eak, how 1 rejoice ! 
May I but hear her sing, 1 think m<» bh'st! 
0, how my heart's ashamed of my tongue, 
^\^lieh never until now etfeminate thoughts' 
Could win upon! O, would to heaven this lady 
Were but a man, and circled round with death. 
That I might kill her and release myself I 
Or were she like the warlike Amazon, 
With whom renowne<l Theseus did contend. 
That wnth my honour I might challenge her 

K 
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For fin «MUthanter and a wit^h ! How fondly 
And foolishly I rave ! Stron'^est resolutions 
A woman's powerful beauty d(»th dc^stroy; 
He that can conjure men, unpeople towns, 
(N)ver the sea with Heets, drink rivers dry 
With armed scjuadrons he conducts to fi^ht. 
Whom potent Monarchs fear, and p]mperors wish 
To make tlieir friend, a lady's smile or eye 
Subdues abov«» resistanc-e, and makes «lie. 

Kiitir Horatio a/fd Puudkntia. 

Ihna, Most (U'arest, worthiest Princess, I am bh'st 
Above the proudest of my former wishes ! 
Vour love to me was like a thin;; desired. 
Hut far from expectati«»n : as men 
Forlorn and wretched, ImiiiLC content to die, 
And sure to suffer, wish to live, although 
They fully (h> drs[>air of life. ( )f late 
Even so was it with me : I lov'd you 
Al>ove luy life's expression, but (b"d evei* 
Despair the blessedness of such an honour. 

I'm. My dear Horatio, I cannot speak 
So well as you, bnt 1 cfxn love as trulv. 

Mut. A strange discovery I I will n'tire 
More close, aiul hear the rest. 

7'/v/. And, noble sir, 
Piccause I know mv brother, the threat Duke, 
Will not at all or scarce allow this match, 
I will with vou, whensoever you command, 
Leave* Florence, and what fortune it shall please 
The gods to Send us bear with cheerfulness. 

Hnra. Excellent, merciful Prudentia I 
1 nnist pray Heaven make you a full recpiital. 
For I shall ever be unable. 

Pru. I cannot stay longer with you now: 
At our next meeting Til cloy you with 
My com]>any. A kiss ! 
Farewell, my heart's best ])leasure ! [Exit Phudentia. 

ILrra. Let others travel Italy all over, 
To talk of such a city, such a place,— 
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CfO to magnificent and holy Kouie, 

Once the sole empress of the conquered world ; 

To Venice rich, commanding, politic ; 

Unto sweet Naples, plenteous in ability ; 

Unto great Milain ; unto fat Bologna ] 

Civil Ferrara, Ariosto's town ; 

Strong-walled Padua, which Antenor built. 

The Trojan prince, and Titus Livius ftuues 

F\)r his nativity and sei)ulchre ; 

To subtle Bergamo, most highly honoured 

For near relation to Torquato Tasso : 

To proud and stately Genoa, renown'd 

By her seafaring citizen Colombo ; 

Worthy Verona, old Catullus' city ; 

Bloody Peruggia, warlike Bessia ; 

Glorious Mantua, Virgilius Maro's birth-])lace ; 

(jood Kimini, iron Pistoya; 

Fine-languag'd Sienna, and industrious Lucca ; 

Odd-humour'd Forly, honest old Bavenna ; 

Ul-aired Simegallia ; Ca[)ua, 

Effeminate and timorous, wherein 

The Carthaginian captain's soltliers weie 

Spoil'd and del>auch'd with plejisures ; Pisa hang 

ing; 
Pesaro, a garden of best fruits; Ancona 

Prais'd for the Port Loyal ; and true Urbino, 

Bound Ascoli, long Kecanati, built 

Upon a steep hill's ridge ; Foligno, full 

Of sugry* streets, among the Apeunine ; 

Faro, for handsome women most extoll'd ; 

And Modena, happiest of them all, — 

From l>eauteous, comely Florence, when I part 

Without Prudentia, thunder strike my heart ! [EjH. 

Mat. A gallant resolution ! For the man, 
I cannot blame him ; but the Princess, she 
To look so low and dote upon a slave. 
Seems very strange and full of wonder to me. 
Had Delphian oracles, ever ador'd 
For uttering truth, s})oke this, I should have doubtt»d ; 

• Soft clayey 8t reels ? 
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Slie whom we thouglit a saint, a patt^^rn for nuns, 

Thus to foFjL^et herself ! it doth amaze me. 

O women, 1 could ra^i^e a^L^ainst the sex I 

And, lov'd I not Hii)olita, 1 wouhl. 

She cannot liear me, and I needs must speak 

A word or two. They are all false, and fickle all, 

The poison of men's happiness ; within, 

Thou'^h they are fair without, most full of sin. 

Enkr Baubarino and Machavil. 

Bar. Good morrow, Ca])tain Mattemores I 

Mac. How do you, Captain ] 

Mat, Your honour's humhk slave ! I am well, hut 
sad ; 
And so had all the court *<ood cause to be. 
Did they l)ut know so much as I. 

Bur, Why, Captain, 
What's the matter ? 

Mat. ril not be silent, for her honour's sake. 
Prudent ia, the Princess, is in love. 
With whom do you suppose, my lords? 

Mac. I think with none, for we all know she yt^t 
Hath sli^^hted ^lodena's and Parma's Duke, 
And seem'd careless of mankind. 

Mat. Aliis I 
She were most happy were it one of them ; 
It is Brunetto she's in love withal. 

Bar. How ] 

Mac. lmpossi])le ! 

Mat. It is a tiling most true ; my eyes and ears 
Hav(^ seen aiul heard it while I stood unseen. 

Mac. Von amaze us ! 

Bar. It is a thiu«< I never should have thout^ht, 
Thoui^h spent my life in fond imai^inations. 

Mat. As I have seen an amorous cloud receiv<' 
A stately hill into her lovely ])reast. 
And of his lofty head our eyes bereave, 
And seem to lull his sense,s unto rest — • 
So did the scornful lady deign to leave 
All her majestic state ; and, sore opprest 
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With inward flames, her eager anus she ciust 
About his neck, kiss'd and embrac'd him fast. 

Bar, Wonders ! 

Miic. How the great Duke will rage I 

Mat. And do you not, my lords, in time prevent 
them, 
They'll steal away, I fear ; for so she vow'd. 
When he but said the wonl, she would. 

Mac. By his imprisonment we'll hinder that. 

Enter Horatio. 

Bar. Here is the man we spake of! 
Mac. For tlie Princess' honour let us keep it ch>se 
As possible we can. You of the guard ! 

Enter the GUAUD. 

Bar. Seize on Brunetto, carry him to prison 1 
Bid Puchannello keep him safe ! 
'Tis our pleasures. 

Ilora. W^hat violence is this ? 0, had 1 been suffered 
to wear a sword, some of you should pay dearly for it I 

Mac. Away with him I 

[Ej-eunt the GUARD with HoRATlo. 

Mat. My lords, you have done wisely to prevent 
So great a dishonour as might have ensu'd — 
Tainted the family of the Medicis, 
And been a lasting sorrow to the Duke. 

Enter Trappolin. 

Bar. His Highness is returned. 

Mac. Great sir ! upon our knees we welcome you. 
You come unlook'd for ; we did not expect 
This happy time so soon l)y fourteen days. 
Where is our Duchess ? 

Tra. Your Duchess will not come till the gods know 
when, for I do not : I have given her leave to stay as 
long as she will. But besworn, I fear you have 
governed but scurvily in my absence ; I hear that 
you have banished nn honest poor man callM Tra|>- 
polin ; is it true ? 
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Muc. So j)le<aso your Iliglmess, he desorvM no less. 

Tra. Why, what hurt had he done ? Had he 
knocked any])ody on the head ] What was his fault? 

Ihir. He was a ])ander, and cornipted youth. 

Tra. You lie, sirrah! not j)anders but whores do 
that, and not they neither if tliey he sound. Banish 
one of my suhjcets for such a matter 1 Besides, were 
there no more in Fh)rence but he ? 

Mar. Be not disi)leased, we humbly pray your 
Higlmess, 
For we did think we did it for the ]»est. 

Mat. 1 wonder at our Duke in this. 

Tra. Well, I am very weary. 1 h'ft all my train 
behind with my wife, an<l rid as fast as I could drive, 
that 1 mii^ht come uidooked for, the l)etter to see. 
how you )>ehav(Ml yourselves ; which you have done 
]>ad enou*;h. When I was almost at Florence, a saucy 
vailet robljcd me and stole my horse from me, so 
that I was beholdim^ to mv lei^s to brini( me hither, 
liarberino and Machavil, come you hither both of you I 

Mar, What is your Highness' ])leasure ? 

Tra. Sirrah Barbtnino \ hold by Mach.^s breeches, 
and stoo]>, for r)n thy back I will ride to my palace. 

Bar. V\\ go letch a coach for your Highness. 

Tra. The devil take your coaches ! Stoop, I say, 
without more ado ! Where is your obedience ] 

Mai. I think the Duke's run mad, or foxt soundly 
at the least. I know not what to think of this. 

Tra. You, siriah Don ! run by my side ; supply my 
lackey's office. Wonder not, but ol)ey ! 

Mat. There is no remedy. HeavcMi be merciful ! i 
think his Highness ran mad for fear when he was 
r(»b])ed. 

Tra. Now on, and do not loiter ! 
Thus, like the Koman Emperors, will T ride 
To triuuiph through Florence. Stund)le not, you had 

best. 
Chariots them carried, a Tuscan noble me : mine is 
the statelier and the braver wav. 

ft 

Ho, Meo, and An'o, thanks ! 
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Mat. lie jetTS us, and miscalls us. 
Tin, On apace ! 
That I may quickly be in my palace. [Exinut omncs. 



Act III. — ScENK i. 

Enter HoiiATlu, in jy)'ison. 

Ihmi. Unto the man enthralFd, black and ob:^cun* 
Is the clear ))eauty of* the brightest day ; 
Through iron grates he only sees the light, 
And thereby doth increase his misery. 
Those whom he doth perceive in joy to pass 
Augment his wretchedness, by making him 
To think that thus I lately was myself. 
But, admirablest lady of the world, 
Divine Prudentia ! may I die abhorred 
By all mankind if I repine at all, 
Seeing for thy sake I do suffer this I 
The exquisitest tortures curious inventions make, 
For thee I would think sports, and undergo : 
May'st thou live happil}' and free from care, 
And all my miseries of no moment are. \E/iK 

Khtn- TkAPPoLIN. 

Tra. Eo, Meo, and Areo, faith you an» all brave 
devils all on you, and my father conjuror an excellent 
fellow. I love to see mvself. Meo, thou art not the 
work of Moran ; no, the Duke himself I seem. 1 now 
must learn to walk in st ite, and sj)eak proudly. Til 
play such tricks with my lord banishers shall make 
me sport enough. Banish a poor man for doing 
courtesies ! it is against the law of friendship. I am 
supposed a Prince ; the Florentines acknowledge me 
the great Duke. Whatever I do, though never so 
bad. passeth with approbation. Poor Trappolin turned 
Duke ! 'tis very strange, but very true. 
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Would the fates favour panders in this wise, 
He were a fool, hesworn, would not turn pini]). 
Seeing })anders Dukes heccmie, he is an ass 
That may hav't, will let the office pass. 

me, Brunetto ! Alas for thee, man, how cam'st thou 
there 1 I think in my heart, an there be a mischief 
in the world, thou wilt he at one end or other on 't. 
So ho ! Pucannello, Pucannello ! 

rur. Who calls ? 

h'ltfcr PrcANXELLo. 

Tni. That do I, sirrah ! let me Brunetto out pre- 
seutly, and hid him come to me. 

Pttr. Your Highness' pleasure shall be done. [Exit, 
Tnf. Alas, poor Brunetto ! marl what he has done 
to he locked in such a place. I think in my con- 
.^cience 'tis not for any lechery, for I could never 
get him to 't, and many a time I have ottered him 
many a good bit. Brunetto to come into the jail ! 

1 cannot tell what to think of it : hut be't for what 
it will, out he goes. My good frien<l Bnmetto, who 
gave me a ring, shall not lie there. Honest Bru- 
netto I 

Kntw BuUNE'iTO. 

Ilom. (ireat i*rince ! 

Tvif. He makes a very low leg, hut I will not be 
outgonti in courtesy. 
Dearest Brunetto ! 

lhn((. Your Highness doth forget yourself exceed- 
ingly ; J am your prisoner. 

Tra. My best friend, good Brunetto ! 

Ilora. Beseech your Highness to remember vour- 
self 

Tra. So I do, but never must forget thee. I am 
glad to see thee in good health, dear Brunetto. 

Ihna. 1 shall fall to the ij^round even now in this 
salutation. Beseech your Highness, I am your pri- 
.^oner, your slave. 

7'm. I am thy s>^ervant, Biunetto ! 
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Iloia. Wonders ! I am astonished ! Upon uw 
humble knees 1 do congratulate your safe and speedy 
return. 

Tra. And upon my knees I do embmce thee, 
Brunetto. Thou art an honest man, my most sweet 
Brunetto ! 

Hma. I know not what to think, nor what to 
speak. Beseech your Highness, rise I 

Tra. Not -without tliee. Up, Brunetto, honest Bru- 
netto ; up, I say I 

Horn. Beseecli your Highness, 1 am your Immble 
slave ! 

Tra. 1 am thy servant, Brunetto ; and as long as 
thou liest on the ground, so will 1 too. Up, therefore ! 
let us rise and talk. Away with your compliments ! 
I cannot abide them. Up, 1 say, let's rise ! thou shalt 
not stay, 1 swear. 

llora. 1 am amazed ! by force 1 must obev. Great 
sir, I know not what to think ; you honour me above 
all expression. 

Tra. Honour a fi^^::, ! I love tliee, Brunetto. Thou art 
a good honest fellow ; I love thee with all my heart ! 
Compliment with me, and I will be very angry. 
Without more ado, 1 tell thee 1 love thee ! Pucan- 
nello, so ho I Sirrah Pucannello, bring two chairs 
hither presently ! 

Hora. Your Highness I 

Tra. Away with Highness ! I say away with it 1 
Call me Lavin Duke, j)lain Medicis ; 1 cannot abide 
your Highness, your Excellency, your Worship -I 
hate such idle flim-flams. Dear Brunetto, how I love 
thee ! 1' faith, I do, with all my heart ; and if I lie 
unto thee, I would I might be hanged. 

Horn. Sure I am awake ; this is no dream I 

Tra. We will live merrily together ; i' faith we will. 
Brunetto, how glad I am to see thee in health ! Come, 
sirrah ! whafr a while ha' you been a bringing a cou[)le 
of chairs ! Set them here, sirrah, and begone ! 

[Exit Pucannello. 
Brunetto, sit thee down ! sit dr>wn, my man, I say. 
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Horn. 1 will attend your Highness on my knees. 

Tra. Why. I am not thy father, am 1 1 Leave fool- 
ing, and sit thee down, that we may talk together. 
Sit thee here ! I ^vill have it so. 

Horn, I am astonished ; I humbly pray your High- 
ness ! 

Tra, Pray me no j)raying, but sit thee down ; sit 
thee liere, man ! Brnnetto, be ruled ! 

Horn. On the right handl I know not what to 
think. 

Tra. I am something aweary, Brunetto, and will 
not sit without thee ; therefore, I pray thee, make 
me stand no longer. Obey me ! for 1 am tlie Duke. 

Ilora. Here, then, so ]>lease your Highness. 

Tra, Wliy, an thou wilt have it there, there let it 
be ; but I am mistook that's on the left hand. What ! 
do you think me a elowu and without breeding, that 
1 have no more manners in me ? For shame of the 
world, sit thee down, Brunetto. sit thee down, and 
without more bidding, without thou wilt ha' me lie on 
the ground, for I am so weary 1 can scant stand 

Jhad. Tiiere is no remedy ! 1 nuist obey. 

Tra. So, well done ! Sit still, man ! What art 
tloing ? — art afraid of me ? 

Ilora. AA'hat docs your Hiirhness mean ? 

Tra. Marry, and thou di'aw'st back, I'll draw back 
too. Brunetto, sit thee still, and let us talk. 

Jlora. T will (►bey your Highness. 

Tra. Highness me no more ! Highness, 1 cannot 
abide it. My name is Lavin — call me Lavin Duke ; 
and 'tis enoULrh, a conscience. 

Ilora. Great sir, 1 am far unworthy of these 
honours ; 
The noblest Floi'cntines would be mo.st proud 
To be thus m*aced bv their iVince. 

Tra. I like not these set s[)eeches neither. Let us 
talk as we were companions in a tavern together, 
and not after the court lashion. I am as weary of it 
as a dog; 1 am, Brunetto. I^rithee, man, how cam'st 
thou into the s^aol { 
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llifra. O pardon me, dread Sovereign ! 

Tra. On thy knees, man 1 Wliat meanest thou by 
this ] dost take me for Mahomet 1 As well ivj I c<iu 
l)ardon thee, 1 do— anything, whate'er it be, though 
thou hast killed everybody. Rise, therefore, I say, 
Bninetto, and set thee in thy place again, or I'll 
kneel too. 

Ilora. Most merciful Prince, hear me before, lest 
you 
Repent your kindness towards me afterward. 

Tra. Up, I say, Brunctto ! up ! 1 pardon thee atiy- 
thing, upon condition thou wilt rise and sit thee 
down. 

Ilora. It is your Highness' will. 

Tra. Now, good Brunetto, without any fear, — for I 
swt'ar unto thee I do not care what thou hast don(% 
and forgiv^e thee, whatsoever it be, — tell me the cause ! 

Ilora. Dread Sovereign, I was for love j)ut in. 

Tra. Who put thee in ? 

Ifora. Your Highness' governors, Lord Barberino 
and Lord Machavil. 

Tra. They are a couple of coxcombs for their 
pains. Who art in love withal ? 

Ilora. pardon me I 

Tra. Sit still, or I will not ; and if thou dost, 1 
will. 

Ilora. Your Highness' excellent sister — great 
Prince I 

Tra. Sit still, Brunetto ! Wast thou laid up for 
that] Alas for thee ! Hast thou married her? 

Ilora. So please your Highness, no. 

Tra. It doth neither please my highness nor low- 
ness neither ; I would thou hadst, and that's all the 
hurt I wish thee. Couldst thou think 1, that loved 
thee so, would be angry with thee for this ? Hast thou 
her consent] 

lima. I have. 

Tra. I am verj' glad of it, and I here give thee 
mine too. Prithee, Brunetto, do me the fiivour to 
go and bid IWberino or Machavil come to me. I'll 
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.^«'ii<l for my sistd* pre8ently, and if she says so to me, 
ril soon have you niamed. 

JLnn. Your Hi^diness sliall command me to my 
cleatli ; 
More willingly unto m}^ life, for so 
This l)usines.s doth import. The heavens be praised, 
And ever be propitious unto you — bless you 
Aceordinj; to your own and my desires I [E.i'lf. 

Tnt. This Bninetto is a i^ood, honest fellow, and 
liath always bcOiaved himself very well ; and what- 
si)ever he l)e, I'll uive him Prudentia for the ring he 
gave me — I will not be ungi-ateful. He said he was 
in love with my sister; and if he had them all, I would 
e'tMi say, much good do his heart with them. But he 
means the Princess ; and though I have little to do 
with her, yet if I can give her him 1 will. Brunetto's 
ring I shall never forget. 

Jitifrr Mach.vvil. 

Mar. Your Highness' pleasure I 

Tnt. My Highness' pleasure, sirrah lord, is, that 
you go and tell my sister Prudentia I would sp<»ak 
with her presently. 1 will expect her here. Begone ! 

Exit. 

Tlie Duke's life is very pleasant ; I take great con- 
tent in it ; and were it not for one thing, I were most 
happy, which is, I dare not dischhse myself to my dear 
Flametta, for she is a woman, and full of tittle-tattle 
as the rest are. Nor, if I could win her without 
making myself known, durst I lie with her, by reason 
of putting otf Eo, Met), and Areo ; otherwise sure I 
should get her, for sure she would not refuse a Duke. 

E/ihr Flamktta. 

FIk. Here is the Duke ah)ne, whom I .so long 
Have sought for, to petition for the repeal 
( )f my d«ar Trappolin. Great Prince, as low 
As truest humility can make a suitor. 
Before you 1 prostrate myself. Most excellent 
And merciful sir, pity a loving maid 
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Who is bereaved of her joys ; I l)eg 

Poor banished Trappolin miglit be recalled, 

Whom, when your Highness was to Milain gone, 

Was, by those cruel lords whom you did leave 

Our governors, sent into banishment. 

Great Duke, you that have noble thoughts, and sure 

A heart full of commiseration, 

Kill me not with a cruel hard denial. 

Tnt. Ah, Eo, Meo, and Areo, hinder me ! I must 
counterfeit with her. Fair maiden, rise I 

Fla. let me kneel, great sir, until you say 
My Trappolin shall be repeal'd ! 

Tra. Rise, I say ! and we will talk of it ; I cannot 
abide to see anybody kneel, unless they are in the 
church, that have legs to stand on. How may 1 «dl 
you, maiden] 

Fla. So please your Highness, my name is Flametta. 

Tra. Mrs. Flametta, I say, give me your hand ; rise 
without more ado — rise, without you mean to say your 
beads over. Mrs. Flametta, be rul'd! good Mrs. Flam 
etta, be ruFd ! Wouhl I were hanged if ever Trappolin 
come home and you get not up ; up, I say, therefore I 

Fla. I must be most rude. 

Tra. Why, that's well done, Mrs. Flametta I 
Trappolin, for whom you are a petitioner, young 
mistress, is banish'd, you say ; for what, it matters not. 
Tell me what you'll give for his repeal. 

Fla. Even anything I have — all that 1 have. 

Tra. Are you a virgin ] tell me true. If you are 
not, it is no wonder, beswom ; it is more wonder by 
the half if you are, for I think there be not two of 
your age in the city that be. 

Fla. May I not prosper in my wishes, sir, if I be 
not a maid 1 

Tra. And will you give your maidenhead to have 
him recalled from banishment ? 

Fla. To him when he comes home, and we are 
married. ^ 

Tra. Well said, mistress I But tell me, now, what 
will you give me for to have him come home ? 
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Ft t. Even anythinii; 1 liave. 

Trn. 1 am a great man, and, like them, will not 
do favours for nothing. Will you give me your 
shoes I 

F/a. My shoes ! Your Highness jests. 

Tra, 1 swear unto you, mistress, but 1 do not ; and 
if you do not give me what 1 ask, how ridiculous 
soever it seems to you, Trappolin ne'er comes in 
Florence again. 

Fla. I wonder at the Duke, but will obey him. Here 
are my shoes, dear Prince. 

Tra. Well done, I say ; but 1 must have your 
stockings too. Off wdth them, therefore, without any 
more arguing I 

Fid. My stockings 1 with all my heart, to have my 
Trappolin. 

Tra. Very well done, Mrs. Flametta, you do very 
well. Ciive me your gown too. Do not wonder; these 
will do nothing without it. 

Fla. Then shall your Highness have it. 

Tra. I see you h)ve that fellow well ; 'tis well done 
of vou. I think he be an honest man, which makes 
me the willinger to yield to his repeal. 1 say I must 
have that petticoat too, else all this is not worth a 
rush, i' faith. 

Fla. I think the Duke's mad ! And will you give 
me, tlien, your Highness' word I 

Tra. I will. 

Flff. 1 cannot help it ; here it is ! 

Tra. 1 swear unto thee, young wench, give me thy 
under petticoat and thy smock, and I will give thee 
my word, and send for him presently to-night. Tins 
wench makes me curse Eo, Meo, and Areo. 

F/((. Most excellent sir I there is not in the world 
The thing that in my power lyes I would 
Deny to do for my dear Trappolin, 
But modesty forbids me to do this. 

Tra. 1 shall not have them, then ? 

F^ia. I beseech your Highness, pardon me. 

Tra. I am very sorry I could not see her naked, 
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but it cannot be helped. Well ! how many kisses will 
you give me, my young mistress ] 

Flu, Kisses] 
Most gracious Prince, a thousand and a thousand 

times 
ril kiss your hand upon my humble knees. 

Tm. 1 have no pleasure in that ; how many kisses 
upon lips will you give me I 

Fin, For Trappolin's sake, Til do anything that 
modesty will give me leave. Do what you please, sir. 

Tra. Ah, honey sweet Flametta, how I love thee ! 
Prithee, kiss better : dear lips ! I could almost wish 
Eo, Meo, and Areo i' th' fire. Again, again, again, 
sweet Flametta. 

Fla. Shall Trappolin come home 1 

Tra. Do but let us kiss, and thou shalt have any- 
thing. 
O me I what a miserj- it is to be a great man I Again, 
again, Flametta ; Traj)pohn shall come home. 

Fla, I am aweary. 

Tra. 80 shall I never be. Again, again ! 

Enter Prudentia. 

Fia, The Princess, your Highness' sister ! 
You have gi'n your word ] 

Tra. Young mistress, 1 have not leisurti to answer 
you now. Come to me some other time, and I'll talk 
with you further. Now take up your things, and be- 
gone ! 

Fla. I am assur'd 1 shall prevail : heavens guard 
your Highness. [Exit 

Pru. Now 1 expect my brother's rage, for sure, 
Though ne'er so secret kept, my love unto 
My dearest Horatio bv some uncouth means 
Is known. Say what he will or can, I am 
Resolve<l, and my affections settled. 

Tra. Fair lady, come hither ! You are my sister, are 
vou ] 

Pm. I am your sister and servant, sir. 

Tra. Compliment with me no more than I compli- 
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inent with you. rrood madam sister, sit you down I I 
would talk with you a little. 

Pru. He talks as though he were distracted. 1 
obey you, sir. 

Tra. Tis well done, good lady sister! 

Pru. I never saw my brother thus before. 
Sir, 1 am exceeding glad to see you 
Returned in safety out of Lombardy ; 
But should have been more jovful ha<l vou broucrht 
Your Duchess with vou. 

Tra. She'll come soon enough, ne'er fear't; but, sister, 
I must be something brief, for I am a-hungry. As 
soon as I came home, I saw Brunetto in the gaol, who, 
after many circumstances an<l fears, told me 'twas for 
love of you that he was put there. Tell me, sister 
Prudentia, do you love him ? I'll be swoni the man 
is a good honest fellow. If you have a min<l to him, 
I'll give you my consent with all my heart ; I vow% as 
I am an honest man and the Duke, I do not jest. 

Prn. Most worthy brother, thanks ! I do confess 
1 love Brunetto, and were very guilty 
( )f cruelty if I did not, for he 
Loves me, I know, as his oAvn happiness. 
Noi% sir, have I placed my affections 
Unworthy : Bnun'tto is a Prince, 
His name is Horatio, and he's second son 
Unto the Duke of Savov ; for my sake 
He changed his name and lives a prisoner. 

Tra. How's this] — Is Brunetto a Prince / Vou love 
him, lady sister, you say ? 

Pru. Most truly, sir, I do. 

Tra. Are you content to marry him ? 

Pru. I do desire no greater bliss on earth, 
So that your HiLchness will consent thereto. 

Tra. Lady sister, here is my hand ; I am content, 
i' faith, w ithout more words, 1 am. 1 am an hungry 
now, and wouM be brief, sister mine ; I say marry 
him wdien you will, beshrew my heart and I be not 
content ; 1 ha<l rather you had him than anv man in 
the world. 
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Frtk I know not what to think ; he's strangely 
chang d ! 

Tra. Let this suffice, madam sister. I am very- 
hungry, I say ; have you any good store of meat in the 
house ] I could eat soundly now, sister, of a dish of 
sausages. Come, lady sister, let's to dinner. Be- 
gone ! I liavc a good stomach, as I am an honest 
man. [ExennL 



Scene il 

Enler Mattemores, 

Mat, I, that have led a life until of late 
In spite of death, pass'd through the dangers of it 
Dreadlcss, without regard, — whom never men 
Conducted hy brave captains to the field 
Did yet withstand, am won and vanquished : 
lIij)olita, heroic Amazon, 

In love hath conquered me with amorous smiles. 
Methinks it is a thing most full of wonder, 
That what not massy pikes nor murtherous guns 
Could ever do, a lady's smiling eyes. 
The bi\auty of a timorous woman, should. 
Her eyes have darted fire into my breast. 
Which nothing hut her kindness can extinguish ; 
And Ije she cruel, I shall soon }>e ashes ! 
Do I thus yield] Shall I forget the sound 
Of martial drums, the warlike noise of trumpets. 
To list to the lascivious harmony 
Of instruments touched })y Hipolita's hand] 
Shall I forget the ordering of a camp, 
To ride great horses, to besiege a city, 
To undermine a castle, to niise bulwarks, — 
All for the love of a fair, fearful woman ] 
It must l)e so! These legs, that wont to lead 
Arm'd men to battle, I must use in dances! 
This hair, that us'd to be covered with a helm. 
Cloggy with sweat and blood, I now must powder! 

L 
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These hands, that wont to wave a dreadful sword, 
Instead of iron •jjauntlots now must wear 
Perfuni'd gloves ! I, that liad wont to be 
Under the chiriir;,'eou's hands to cure my wounds, 
Must have a barber now to keep me neat ! 
love, thou art divine, and canst transform 
A man from what he wi\s ! It is in vain 
To think to sliun the thing thou dost constrain. 

£nter HiroLiTA. 

JlijK 'Tis idleness tliat is the cause 
We k>se our liberties ; 
Tlie busy Cupid never draws 
To yield unto his vice. 

Away with love ! it is a thing 

I hope I ne'er shall know ; 
AVhen many weep, so I shall sing, 

Have joy while they have woe. 

The hapi>iness of love is poor 

Compar'd to liberty ; 
Blest lovers do hard things endure, 

Tlieir ]>leasures to enjoy. 

May I live ever as I do, 

Free from that foolish i)ain ! 

I wish that no man may me woo 
Until I love airain ! 



*o' 



3[(if. heavens, is thus her mind composed] If I 
Can win this lady, it will be a conquest 
Deserves a troj)hy far above my best 
Of victories! I will go try her. Hail, 
Glory of Italy! compar'd to whom 
Tlie fair Egyptian queen would yield. Sweet lady! 
^lost excellent Hipolita, vouchsafe 
To hear me tell your conquest and my spoil : 
Whom the great Duke's greatest foes could never 
vanquish, 
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Your powerful beauty hath. Know Mattemores, 
Whose valour Spain not only doth rej)ort, 
But Mantua hath prov'd, your matchless eyes, 
Transcendants of the brightest, lightest stars, 
Have wounded fatally unto the heart, 
Unless you prove as kind as you are fair 1 

Hip. Do you jest with me, Captain ] 

Mat. My heart's delight ! sweet centre of my 
thoughts ! 
I vow by your rich beauty, if my heart 
Could speak it would agree full with my tongue ; 
I would tell my love more than I can express ! 

Hip. What ill fortune, good signor, you have 
had, 
To fall in love with one deserves it not. 
Nor doth not care for you ! And I do hope 
I ne'er shall bear aflfection unto man. 

Mat. Patience assist me mightily 1 Not all 
The murderous cannon bullets I have heard 
Fly buzzing by my ears, nor dismal cries 
Of dying soldiers, nor the horrid noise 
Of rough temj)e.stuous seas, have ever moved me ; 
Only your harsh, unkind reply hath struck 
Unto my very soul ! 

Hip. I cannot help it. 

Had you now. Captain, been abroad i* th* field, 
This ne'er had ha])pened to you ; and to cure you. 
The field will be the best. Go to the wars, 
Busy yourself in fights, and you will soon 
Forget you ever saw Hipolita, 

Mat. Most cruel fair one, be assur'd that ere 
I would forget you, which I know 's a thing 
For me impossible to do, I would 
Into oblivion cast my best of pleasures — 
Even all my pleasures ! I would forget to use 
My sword, and all the military science ! 
Witness, triumphant son of Jove, great Mars, 
I vow, by all the honours of a soldier, 
I love thee dear as mine own heart, but this 
Admirable lady much above it ! 
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Nor do I displease thee in 't. I know that thou 
Prefer'st tlie embraces of the Cyprian queen 
Above the glorious battles of the field! 
Therefore, dear lady, be most confident, 
While I have memory, above all things 
Your beauty will be fixed in 't. 

Hip. Good signor, 

Trouble me not to answer you again. 
Let this suffice — I wish you lik'd me not, 
Because I neither WT)uld have you nor any 
To love a woman will not return affecti )n. 

^laL heavens ! 

Will you continue thus obdurate ever? 
Eip. Always ; believe it, Captain. 
Mat. I have not patience to contain myself! 
An angry cloud full fraught wuth thunderbolts, 
A\'orkM l)y the Cyclops on Campagnia's stithy, 
Now hanging o'er my head, menacing death, 
I*rt\saging speedy, sad destruction, 
Could not compid my silence ! 'Tis decreed 
r»y my adverse malignant stars that I 
Shall die, destroyed by a fair cruel woman ; 
Wliich, ere I do, I will a little ease 
My troubh'd heart of woe ! Hear, merciless woman, 
Whom 1 do curst^ because I love so dearly, 
Hear me, and afterwards go glory* that 
Your wondrous beauty and your savage heart 
Hatli made a man distracted — kill'd a soldier ! 

Jlip. A captain, and be thus mov*d by a woman's 

refusal ] 
]\I(ii. Sweetest Hipolita, ])e merciful, and save 
His life that honours you above the world I 
Hip. Pray yt)u, signor, be answered ! 
Milt. You are resolv'd, then, to ruin me? 
Curs'd bt! those battles, all that I have fought 
And concjuer d in ! 'T had been more honour for me 
To have been slain by my incensed foes, 
Which were brave soldiers, than to die in peace 
By the un kindness of a fair, proud woman. 

• To glory to revel with delight. 
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Hip. Baseech you, leave your rage, and leave me, 
Captain ! 

Mat. More cruel than Ilyrcanian tigers, hoar 
Me take my leave before I go I 

Hip, Proceed! 

Mat Thou god of love, an if thou art a god, 
Revenge thyself and tliy wrong'd deity 
On this unmerciful lady! Make her fall 
In love with the basest of all mankind, — 
A man so full of ignorance, that he 
In shape alone may differ from a beast. 
Not know that she is fair, and slight her beauty, 
And be himself the most deformed thing 
That ever burthened our mother earth 
With his unworthy steps ! Cupid, attend. 
And yield unto my just request ! Make this 
Lady run mad for such a monstt^r, sht^l 
A thousand thousand tears u]K>n her knees. 
While he stands laugliing at her ! May you die 
Kiiging for love, Hij)olita, fis 1 ! 

Hip. I do begin to pity him. Sure I never 
Shall have a man to love me better ; find though 
I once intended always to live singh», 
His words have altered my resolution. 
Nor, if I take him, shall I do a thing 
Will mis])ecome me, for he is a man 
High in the great Duke's favour. Noble Captain, 
It is your hap])y fate to concpier always. 
I vow unto you by my honour, I think 
Most seriously no man upon the earth 
Besides you could have won. I*ra the last 
Of all your victories — Tlieseus-like, you have 
Overcome Hipolita ! 

Mat, And will you love me, then ? 

Hip, I do, and always will ! 

Mat, Blest be the stars that shin'd at my nati\^ty ! 
I want words to express my joys ; but, dearest 

lady. 
My sweet Hipolita, my forward actions 
Shall make you know my heart above my tongue ! 
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I am a soldier, and was never wont 
To sj)eak amorously. 

Hip. You have said enough. 

Love is hut thought by words, by deeds *tis known ; 
Show me you love me, and let words alone ! 

Mai. Worthiest of ladies, when I cease to do 
All that I can, then may your love cease too ! 

[Exmni, 

Act IV. — Scene i. 
Enter Barbarino and Macjiavil. 

Bar. He cannot counterfeit so much. 

Mac. I know not ; 

But if he do not, surely he is mad ! 
What wild, fantastic things he does ! and talks 
Of Eo, Meo, and Areo, names 
Unheard 'i th' court before. 

Bar. Some Milan counts, 

I warrant you, he means by them. 

Mac. The strangest thing of all is the release 
Of Brunetto, and his extraordinary love unto him, 
Whom he hath caused richly to be clothed. 

Bar, And useth him as if he were his better. 

Enkr Horatio. 

Mac. Yonder s the man we talk of ! What a change 
We see ! — a j>risoner but lately lock'd up safe, 
And now to be the wonder of the court ! 

Ilora. Next Eo, Meo, and Areo, the Duke 
Doth swear he loveth me ; but who those are, 
I cannot tell nor learn. My lords, good day ! 
Saw you his Highness lately 1 

Bar. Xo, sir. 

Hora. You speak as tho' you were displeased. 

Mac. We are not well contented, sir. 

Hora. The Duke is noble ; utter your grievances to 
him! 

Bar. So we will, sir. 
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Eniei' Trappolin. 

Mac And now, sir. 
Know, worthy Prince, we are your loyal subjects, 
And what we say is for your honour. 

Tra. If it be for my honour, I'll hear you ; 
But be as brief as you will. 

Mac. Your Highness hath lately released Brunetto % 

Tra, 'Tis a thing very certain. 

Mac. We doubt not but done out of clemency, 
Not knowing why he lay there. 

Tra. Well, why was he jmt there ] 

Mac. Even for your honour's sake, most gracious 
sir. The Ija<ly Prudentia, your sister, loves him. 

Tra. Say you so ] So ho I Pucannello 1 so ho ! 

Puc Who calls] [mthiii. 

Bar. His Highne.ss! come hither presently. 

Tra. Bid the guard enter. 

Enter Pucannello ami the Guard. 

You say Brunetto Wfts put in prison Ix'cause my sister 
lov'd him ] You think it good and fitting he were 
there again? 

liar. So please your Highness, yes. 

Tra. Pucannello, take me these two coxcombly 
lords into your custody ; they are never well but 
when they are banishing somebody, or doing some 
mischief or other. Brunetto was laid in prison be- 
cause my sister lov'd him, and lay me these there 
because I love them. 

Mac. Beseech your Highness not to deal so hardly 
With us, whom you have known so faithful to you I 

Tra. Pucannello, away with them, I say ! You of 
the guard, see them in ! 

Bar. Most worthy Prince, be merciful ! If we 
Have done amiss, 'twas out of ignorance. 

Tra. Sirrah rogue, away with them, or I'll lay up 
you too! 

Puc Your Honours must have patience, and walk. 
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Mac. There is no remedy. 

Bar. The heavens be merciful to Florence ! 
Wheat ill malignant star hath so deprived 
Our wise and noble Duke of all his reason, 
That he remembers not who are his friends 1 [Exit, 

Ilora. The gods be ever most propitious, 
Great sir, unto you, and continue long 
Your life, chief lionour of the Medicis ! 

Tra. Prince Horatio, I am your servant. I pray 
you forgive me my calling of you by your nickname 
of Brunetto ; my sister hath told me you are the son 
of the Duke of Savoy. Besworn unto you, I am very 
sorry I have not used you as befit t<^d you ; but it was 
your fault, that told me not who you were. I have 
talked with Prudentia, and she loves you, she says ; 
which I am glad on, and I'll marry you as soon as you 
will. 

Jlora. Sir, it is true I am Horatio, 
Son of the Piedmont Prince; but, being his second, 
I durst not think me worthy of such honours 
As your Highness hath done me, and therefore told 
Kone but vour ]>eauteous sister who I was. 

Tra. Enough, my friend ! And, Prince Horatio, 
Could you suppose I would deny my sister. 
Though she were made of gold and precious stones, 
I' nto your Highness, and to such a friend ] 
You do deserve a better wife than she. 
She*s not half good enough for you ; and if 
I had another sister, you should have them lx)th. 
My friend a Prince ! I*m very glad, i' faith; 
But sorry that I did not know you such, 
That I might have done you right. Would I were 

hang'd 
If you are not far a better man than I ! 

Ilora. (ireat Prince, you do forget yourself. 

Tra. Your Highness must pardon me; I do remem- 
ber myself well enough, yet Eo, Meo, and Areo have 
made me something proudish. But, howsoever, I am 
your servant. Prince Horatio — i' faith I am your very 
dutiful servant ! How say you now 1 — the Duke of 
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Savoy's son ! V faith I am your poor servant, Lavin, 
the Duke of Florence. 

Hora. I am amazed ! he*s mad ! Beseech your 
Highness' leave — I pray you, sir 

Enter Mattemores, the Spanish Captain, with 

Petitioners. 

Tra, What have we here now 1 Does the Captain 
bring us morris-dancers ] What lobs are these two ? 

Mat, So please your Highness, being importun'd 
much, these I have brought before you, that you 
might do justice. 

Tra, Captain Mattemores^ justice I'll do >vith all 
my heart, but execution let do who will for me. 

Calf. Great Duke of Tuscany, vouchsafe to hear me. 
For what I speak is out of conscience. 
This fellow, Mr. Bulflesh, a butcher, I saw. 
Verily with mine own eyes, even yesternight, 
When he was drunk, to kill my man, which he 
Swore was good beef, and he would sell it dear. 

Bui. Sirrah Puritan, you are a base scoundrel. WiV5 
not I drunk in your company to make you merry] 

Calf. But, Mr. Bulflesh, you do know, and that full 
well, that I prayed you on my knees for your own 
soul's sake to drink no more, and profess'd to you 
that it was a great al>ominable sin in you to fox your- 
self, or l)e foxed ! 

Bui. Goodman Calfshead, you are a base, scurvy 
comj)anion. Do you not know that for your sake I 
killed your man ] Yet I meant but only to Ixjat him 
soundly, because ho poured not the wine into your 
codpiece. Did not I do it out of friendship unto you? 
^-did I not, you Puritan you? And you to complain ! 
the ingratitude of Puritans ! 

Tra, Peace, both of you. Master Puritan, hold 
your tongue, I say! Will not Calfshead be drunk, 
Bulflesh ? 

BuL So please your Highness, no ; he will let a 
man sooner hang him than make him drunk. Besides, 
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he is a fellow of strange opinions, and hath sent his 
son to Geneva to liear Jaek Calvin preach. He stole 
a surplice to make his amorosa a smock of; and hath 
writ a paltry book against the bishops, printed it at 
Amsterdam in dec'uno sexto. He will lie and steal 
without comparison, is both for boys as well as 
queans when he liath money, and, like a true Italian 
hypocrite, is for any sin or mischief but our drink- 
ing. 

Tm. Then know I very well how to do justice. 
]\Ir. Calfshead, you say the butcher killed your man 
when lie wiis fox'd ? Be you fox'd when you will, and 
then kill him for 't. 

Calf. Heavens defend ! I ne'er was drunk yet, and 
never will be. 

Jlora. There is mad justice ; he doth increase my 
wonder. 

Calf. Bless me, murder 1 1 would not do it for the 
world ! 

Mat. This is strange ju8tic<* ; the butcher doth very 
well deserve to be sent into the galleys at Ligorn. 

Tra. I have done with you, Mr. Puritan ; you may 
begone to the tavern. And, BulHesh, you may get you 
to the shambles as soon a,s you will, for 1 have no 
more to say to either of you. 

[E.rennt CalFSHEAD and BULFLESH. 
I am ready for the next ; speak, therefore! 

Barne. Most excellent Prince, pity a childless 
father ! 
As yesterday my only son did walk 
Under an h<iuse, this fellow, Crafler Tiler, 
Who was a- working on it, did fall down 
Upon my son, and killed him with his fall. 

Til. Mr. Barne, be not so eager. You know I bore 
your son no malice, and that it was an hundred to 
one I broke not my own n(;ck. 

Tva. This is an easy matter to conclude. 
Friend Barne, you say this Gaffer Tiler 
Fell off a house, ami so did kill your son? 
1 will be very upright in my justice : 
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Go you upon the house from whence lie tumbled, 
And he shall stand beneath, and fall on him. 

Mai, An the Duke be not stark mad, I am, to 
think him so. 

JJarne. So I may l)reak my own neck. 

Hora, He strangely is distracted. 

Tra, Neighbour Barne, get you about your business, 
for I have done with you. 

Barne, I must have patience. 

[Exeunt Barnk and TiLKR. 

Tra, Now let me make an end with these, and I 
have done. 

Mrs, Fin-€. Deign, noble Duke, to hear my just com- 
plaint. 
I am a poor and an unfortunate widow ; 
This man, Dick \Vliip, as the other day ho drove 
His coach, ran over a little child of mine 
That was playing in the street, and kill'd it. 

Tra. Sirrah Whip, is this true] 

JFhip. So please your Highness, I confess it is. 

Ihi, It doth not please me nor displease me, for I 
neither did it, nor was the child mine. 

irhip. It was against my will — a thing of chance. 
Mrs. Fine cannot deny it. 

Tra, Mrs. Fine, you are a widow, you say ] 

Mrs, Fine. A poor unhappy one 1 am. 

Tra, You say that Whip the coachman hath killed 
your child ; aud how he did it I have understood. 
This is my justice — I will do you right : Whip shall 
lie with you until he get you another. 

Mat, Aladder and madder ! 

Hora. I cannot choose but smile. 

jrhip. Mast willingly, so please your Highness. I 
am well content to do her that satisfaction. 

Mrs. Finp. You shall be hanged first, that you shall! 
Is thus my expectati<m failed] 

Tra, Mrs. Fine, be ruled ; I will have justice done. 
Whip shall lie with you — you may marry him an 
you will. He killed your child, and he shall get you 
another — I say but right And, Sirrah Whip, look 
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unto*t; an you play the bungler, and fail, you shall 
to Ligom and learn to row. Mrs. Fine, be contented* 
An you do not like him, you might have held your 
tongue, for I know nobody that sent for you, and so 
get you both gone ! 

JFhijh The heavens preserve your Highness! 

[ExeunL 

Tra. My friend and Prince, Horatio, go unto 
My sister. Bid her to prepare herself ; 
I'll have you married within this day or two. 
I long to see you both in bed together! 

Hora. Most willingly I will do such a message. 
The gods preserve you hapj^ily! [Ejpit. 

Mat. A strange discovery, if tnie. 

Tra. Seignior Captain, I say I have done very good 
justice, and in a little time too. I am not like your 
scarlet coats, that will do nothing without money ; a 
coTnj)any of fellows they are wh<>.se beards and hearts 
agree not together. 

Mat. Your Higlmess doth despatch things very 
soon. 

Tra. Though I am the Duke, yet I love to do no 
hui-t, as other men in authority would. I hate to 
banish meii, as Machavil and Barbarino ha' done. 
Alas ! })oor Traj>polin ! I hear they have banished an 
honest man call'd Trappolin. What the devil, Seignior 
Mattemores, came in their heads to send a poor fellow 
away out of his country without any money? Though 
men may sometimes gather a reasonable sallet abroad, 
he shall get no oil to eat it withal. 

^lal. Great Duke of Tuscany, our noble master, 
That Trappolin of whom your Highness speaks 
Had little fault in him, good faith, at all, 
Saving he was a most notorious coward ! 

Tra. Why, you Don of guns or pikes, do you think 
every man's miTul is given to the wars] Trappolin 
was addicted to the peace, a poor fellow full of cour- 
tesies — one that will never deiiy to do a favour lor a 
friend. I will have a little sport with my Don of the 
wars. me, sir Captain, look yonder ! Eo, Meo, and 
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Areo, I will put you off for a while ; I will try some 
conclusions. 

Mat. Your Highness Where's the Duke gone, 

I marl] 
What, Trappolin, art thou come again? 
Faith, many a wench in Florence will be glad. 
Follow thy old trade ; be a pander still. 

Tra, Seignior Captain, I am your humble slave, and 
if I can do you any kindness at any time, i' faith, Don 
Mattemorcs, you shall command me. And if you 
have but a mind to any beauty in Florence, pay but 
me well for my pains, and her well for hers, and I will 
not fail you. And, Caj)tain, I can give you a delicate 
poison, to despatch any enemy with whom you dare 
not fight. 

Mai. I see thou art rcsolv'd to be a rogue ; 
Tis pity that his Highness did repeal thee. 
Next time I sec him, sirrah pimp, I will 
Make suit to have you sent into Ligorn. 

Tra, You Spanish coxcomb, go hang yourself ! Do 
your worst. 

Mat Wert thou a soldier, I would fight with thee ; 
Being a rogue, thou dost deserve my foot. 
Take this, you rascal ! 

Tra, I will presently be out of his debt. — Who's 
yonder! It is the Duke, or I am deceived. — Eo, Meo, 
and Areo ! on again my hat, my glass, and cloak ; 
sit close I — How now, sirrah Captain, where are your 
manners ? What do you tliink of me t Who am I, 
too] I am not your lieutenant, am I? Stoop, and 
take up your hat, and let me see if it will not become 
your hand as -well as your head in my presence. 

Mat. I did not see your Highness. 

Tra. Will you lie, too] Take that, and learn to 
speak truth. [Kids him. 

Mat. Most noble Prince, and my most royal miuiter, 
Pardon the error which unwillingly 
I have committed. In Tuscany there lives not 
A man that freelier for your sake would lose 
His life than I. 
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Tra, Well, *;:pt you gone ; I do 

Forgive you. My l)«>n at arms, remember 
The Duke's to l>e observ'd ; he is the man 
That doth maintain you. 

Mat. An<l, most worthy Prince, 

Did l)ut occasion sliow itself, I wouhl 
Venture and lose my life to do you sendee. [ExiL 

Tra. An my father conjuror would come into 
Florence, I would make him the next man unto my 
Highness. He is a good man, and it is great pity that 
he should go to the devil, as they say conjurors and 
witches do. Well, I am a brave fellow ; I love to see 
mystdf in my ghass. I am the Duke, i' faith, the very 
Duke — 1 sci' me I 

Enter Flameita. 

Fla. I will go and petition him again. 

Tra. ^ly r(»gue Flametta ! I could kiss her to pieces, 
bit(* iAX her li]»s, and suck out her eyes, I love her so 
well. 

Fla. The great Duke of Tuscany, the gracious 
heavens 
Prosj)er your Highness ever ! I am the same 
That lately did entreat for the repeal 
Of my beloved sweetheart Trappolin. 
Most excellent sir, pity my earnest suit, 
And let me have my Trapj>olin recall'd. 

Tra. This is a very ])recious villain ; how she loves 
me ! An 1 ever marry while I am a Duke, by Eo, 
Meo, and Areo's leave, I will have her. — Your name, 
little maid, is Flametta, as I remember] 

Fla. So i)lejisi' your Highness, yes. 

Tra. You sue to have banish'd Trappolin come 
home 1 

Fla. Most humbly, most excellent sir, I do. 

Tra. Well, 'tis all as i)lease Eo, Meo, and Areo— I 
can do nothing without them ; and, my young mis- 
tress, as long as they are in authority, I can do little 
for vou. 
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Fla, Then, by your Highness' leavt% do I wish Eo, 
Meo, and Areo in the fire ! 

Tra. Metliinks they shouhl be enough in that al- 
ready, for the devil made them alL — Now I think 
well on 't, sometime wlien I have good opportunity 
I will off with my things, and have a little sport 
Avith her. — Since, fair maid, you are so earnest for 
your sweetheart Trappolin, he shall come home very 
shortly — he shall, believe me ; but upon condition I 
will do it. 

Fla, On any condition except my honour, sir. 

Tra. That he shall lie with you ! 

Fla. Were we but married, most willingly. 

Tra. If he gives you his oath to have you, will not 
that suffice ? 

Fla. I had rather we had mairied before. 

Tra. You need not fear. Should he swear unto 
you, and break his oath, I would hang him. — And 
yet, though I ne'er mean to break my word with her, 
i' faith, 1 sliould very hardly hang myself for anything; 
the rope is a very dismal thing. 

Fla. Shall he come home ] Say the word, noble 
Prince I 

Tra. Well, on my word, he shall, as soon as possibly 
I can ; but on that condition that you will accept 
of liim without marriage, upon his oath to have 
you. 

Fla. I see his Highness is mad, as everybody says, 
otherwise what should ail him to talk thus] — Most 
excellent Prince, he and I would not disagree. 

Tra. Well, here is my hand ! he shall come homo 
shortly. Now I must have a kiss, and leave you. I 
am very hungry ; I ha* been so long a doing justice 
that 1 am very hungry. Give me a buss, sweetheart! 

[Kisses her. 

Fla. Heaven bless your Highness ! 

[Exeunt severally. 
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Scene ii. 

Entn Lavtmo, lh' fjr^ai iMh, Isabella, the Duchess, 

vifh Attendants. 

Lav. My heart's swoet solace, my dear Isabella, 
You are most welcome unto Florence ! 
Live according' to your wishes happily. 
Ami may I j>eri^h if I do not strive 
In every thin^i; to please you to my power. 
I'm .sf)rry at my coming home I find 
Such strange and unexpected alterations, 
That, for to quiet tln'm, I must deprive 
Myself some hours of your company. 

Isn. M(;st excellent sir, I do account myself 
Most hi;:li]y hle.-t, that am not only married 
I^nto a Prince, hut one that can 
And doth vouchsafe his love unto me, being 
Defective of those beauties should deserve it 
To your allairs hrtake you, worthy sir; 
I will expert you till your leisure serves. 

hiv. You arc g(.od unto a miracle, 
Sweet IsalM'lla ! Attend the Duchess in ? 
A<lieu, my love; some few Imt tedious minutes 
TassM over, 1 will come unto you. 

Isa. I will await your leisure. 

[Extnnf tr'dh Is^VBELLA. 

Lav. A\'hat mad fantastic humours have possessed 
In general the; heads of the Florentines 1 
Tliey hav(; amaz'd me — speak as if I 
Had b(H'n with them before my Duchess came. 



BARPiARiNO and I\lACnAViL appear in jmsoih 

Bar, You great commander of the Tuscan cities. 
Pity your su]>jects and your loyal servants ! 
In what we sued for we had no design, 
Neither the least intent, for to offend. 

Ma<\ ]><* merciful, therefore, most gracious Prince t 
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Let not the noblest of tlie Florentines 

Wear out tlioir days and thraldom in a prison, 

Being men not long ago high in your favour. 

Lav, I am lost within a labyrinth of wonders — 
I know not what to think. The chiefest of 
The Florentine nobility in prison, 
And sue to me as if I had commanded 
Them to this place 1 Sure some ill spirit hath 
Possess'd men's minds while I was absent. Do you 
Know me ? 

Bar, Your highness is the Duke our master. 

Lav. Are you not called Barbarino, and you 
Machavil, the lords unto whom I left 
The government of Tuscany in my absence 1 

Mac. We are your loyal subjects, though your pri- 
soners, and were left your deputies when your High- 
ness went to Milan. 

Liv. How came you there ] 

Bar, CJreat sir, you know most well 
At your command. 

Lav. I must be satisfied in this. 

Pucannello, so ho ! 

Fuc. Who calls 1 What's the matter, I wonder 1 

[mthin. 

Lav, Release me the lords presently, and send them 
to me liither. 
The more I think of these accidents. 
The more I marvel how they come to pass. 
The men whom I did leave here governors 
Are prisoners, and, which increaseth more 
Amazement in me, they say it Wiis I 
That made them so. Some unheard malady, 
Unknown unto the world before, it seems 
Hath infected all my subjects with a frenzy. 

Enter Barbarino and Maciiavil. 

Bar, He hath chang'd his humour, it seems. 
Mac And may he continue in this, if it be a good 
one. 

M 
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Lav. I am astonished to see the things 
I every minute do ; especially 
You two, to whom 1 left the weighty charge 
Of rule, in prison. Resolve me, for Heaven's sake, 
How you came tliere ! 

Bar. Sure he doth jest with us. 

Mac. Your Highness is disposed to be merry. 
You know, most excellent sir, full well, that none 
Except yourself could do it. 

Lav. I do it ? 

Bar. He doth things in his madness he remembers 
not when he's in's right senses, it seems. 

Lav. Florence I left a wise ingenious city, 
But I have found it now, at my return, 
Possess'd witli a strange unheard-of madness. 
Who put you in prison? Collect your wits int' 

order, 
And answer wisely. 

Mac. I vow, by the prosperity of Tuscany, 
Y^our Highness ! 

Iaiv. JVIost strange ! Why did I so 1 

Bar. IJecause we did, most gracious sir, give notice 
Unto you how the Princess Prudentia, 
Your matchless, beauteous sister, lov'd Brunette. 

Lav. Wliom 1 What Brunetto ] 

Mac. YowT prisoner, taken in the Mantuan wars. 

Lav. My sister to forget herself! I am 
Full of amazement. She, tliat had refused 
The youthful Dukes of Modena and Pjirma, 
Dote on a slave slighted by all the stars ! 
My sister also so to lose her senses — 
She that was M'ise, and honoured for her virtues ! 
Sure also this same strange infection 
Of madness would ha' seiz'd upon myself 
If I had stayed at home. I will not now 
So marvel at the common i)eople, seeing 
Tiie most discreet of the nobility, 
And my own sister, equally distracted. 

Mac. I hope he comes to himself again ; he talks 
something more wisely than of late. 
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Lav, It is a frequent thing to see a city 
Miserably groan under a heavy sickness — 
To have the plague, or fierce diseases full 
Of danger, rage and even unpopulate places ; 
But sucli a general freiizy to possess 
And to distract all Florence is a wonder — 
A miracle unmatch'd in history! 

Bar, How he talks as if we were all mad, and he 
had done nothing ! 

Lav, Are you sure you are both in your right senses? 

Mac, Did once your Highness know us so ? 

Lav, Yes. 

Bar, We are as free from any distraction 
As ever yet we were since we were bom. 

Liv, You must both of you, tho*, give me leave to 
think what I know. 

Enter Mattemores. 

ril try an he be mad too. — Captain, these lords say I 
put them in prison ; how say you ] 

Mat, So your Highness did, — He's distracted an- 
other way. 

Lav. Good gods be merciful ! — ^\Vhy ] 

Mat, Because they spoke against Brunetto's liberty. 

Lav. He's in the same tale; 
Though they are deprived of their senses, 
They do nut differ. 

But why, good Captain, — answer me a little, — 
Should I desire Brunette's freedom, being 
Beloved by my sister, as they say ] 
Would it not be a great dishonour, think you, 
Unto the family of the Medicis, 
That she should cast herself away upon one 
We do neither know whom or whence he is ] 
I pray you, Captain, if that yet you have 
Any small remnant of your wit remaining, 
Keply according to it. 

Mat, An he be grown wise again, heavens be 
praised I 
It is a certain truth your Highness speaks. 
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That if your sister should bestow herself, 

Being a Princess meriting so ranch 

For her unequall'cl beauty and her virtue^s, 

Upon a man such as you pleas'd to mention, 

It would be a great weakness in her ; but you 

Yourself I heard, most excellent sir, 

To call Brunetto Prince Horatio, 

The second son unto the Duke of Savoy. 

Lav. How ? I call him so ! Truth, Captain, you 
Have heard these things which I did never say. 

Jifir, You never heard him call Brunetto sol 

Mac. Never; this is the first time I ever heard 
of it. 

Lav. My wonder is so great, I do want words 
Whereby to give it vent ; I see that all 
My sulgects, being distracted, think me mad I 

Mat. And more, so j)lease your Highness, you did 
send 
Brunetto, whom you Prince Horatio called, 
Ihito your sister, to bid her prepare 
Herself, for you within a day or two 
Would see them married ! 

Lar. Enough ! 

Captain, I swear unto you by my Dukedom 
That ratlier 1 would send Brunetto, though 
He were tlie Duke of Savoy's second son, 
To have his head struck oft' than on that message 
You say I did. 

Maf. ]ht doth remember nothing. 

JJar. If the Duke be couk; to his right senses again, 
I Ix'seech the gods keep him so! 

Mac. And 1. 

Liifcr HoKATio ami Prudentlv. 

Mac. Beseech your Highness, look ! let your own 
eyes 
Be witness of their mutual affection ! 
Behold the Princess your sister and Brunetto ! 
lj(!t us withdraw where we may stand unseen, 
And you shall hear them talk what I have said. 
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Hora, Dear lady, you have raised me to a fortune 
So high, that when I look upon myself 
I am amaz'd, and wonder at your goodness. 

Pru, Most noble Prince, let my unfeigned love 
Excuse the weak expressions of my tongue ! 
I'm glad my brother bears so noble a mind 
As to be willing to unite our bodies, 
As we have done our hearts. 

Hora, Not only willing, divine Prudentia, 
But earnest for us ; he doth seem to grieve 
That two such faithful lovers as we are 
Should live so long asunder. 

Pru, It is a worthy nature in him. 

Lav, I can contain myself no longer ; though tliis 
Be out of madness done, I will not suffer it 
Sister ! 

Pru, Live long, most worthy brother, happily ! 

Lav, So should I wish for you, bore you a mind 
Deserved yourself ! 

Pru, What mean you, sir 1 

Hora, Good heavens, be kind, and do not now undo 
What you have almost brought unto perfection ! 
I fear his madness, that once favoured me, 
Hath changed his mind to my undoing 1 

Lav, I will but spend few word«. Are you a son 
Of the Duke of Savoy's 1 

Hora, Your Highness knows I am his second. 

Lav, Whether 

You are or no, I care not ; and if you be. 
My sister once deserv'd a better husband; 
And she shall rather in a monastery 
Spend all her future days than be your wife ! 
And be you what you will, sir, I will show you 
That you have wronged me, and I do not fear 
The Duke of Savoy, if he be your father. 
Pucannello, Pucannello, come hither ! 

Mac, I like this. 

Pru. He's wonderfully distracted! Most worthy 
brother. 
Be not so much unmerciful ! 
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Lav. Peace, Prudentia ! I never thought 
You had so weak a reason. 

Hora. He's mad to my undoing ! Gracious gods, 
Soon make him leave this humour ! 

Bar, I hope he's come unto himself. 

Enter PUCANNELLO. 

Lav, Sirrah, convey Brunetto into prison ! 
Lock him up close ! 

Pu€. Here's do and undo. Will our Duke ne'er be 
in his 
Eight senses again? 

rru. My dear Horatio, love me still, for I 
Unto thee will be constant, though I die ! 

Hora, Though I be tortured unto death, my dear ! 

[Extunt with Horatio. 

Mat, I know not what to think of these alterations. 

Lav, Thus, but the heavens assist, I hope to bring 
Int' order from confusion everything. [Exeunt amne^. 

Act v. — Scene i. 

Enttr Trappolix, solus, 

Tra. Tlie Duke is come home, and therefore my 
hardest part is bcliind. Father conjuror, an you be 
not my friend now, I am undone. Eo, Meo, and Areo, 
sit you all close, and lose not a jot of your virtue. 
Happen what will, as soon as I meet his Highness I 
will try the virtue of my powder on liim, let him take 
it how he please. 

Enter Prudentia. 

Pru. Here is my brother! I will try him ; perhaps 
He may have chang'd his sullen humour now, 
And set the Prince Horatio at liberty. 
Most excellent, noble sir ! 

Tra. My dear sister, how dost thou do 1 Why look 
you so sad ? Ha' you got the green sickness to-night 
with lying alone ? An you have, I will take an order 
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for your cure very shortly, and to your liking, too ; 
1*11 have you married within these two days at the 
furthest. 

Pru. Married, sir! Unto whom] 

Tra. Unto my friend, your lover, Prince Horatio. 

Pru, I am glad of this. Alas, sir! why then have 
you 
Made him a close unhappy prisoner ? 

Tra. I see the Duke hath met with him. — 
You do deceive yourself, lady sister ; indeed 
You do ! Put up my friend in prison 1 Heaven 
defend ! 

Pro, Sir, — pardon me for speaking truth, — I heard 
When you commanded it. 

Tra, Sister mine, if I did I was drunk, and now I 
am sober I will let him out. Sirrah Pucannello ! so ho ! 

Pru, May he continue always in this vein 
Of kindness ! Thus, his madness is not grievous ! 

Tra. Madam sister, I am very sorry I was such a 
beast as in my drink to commit such a fault. I pray 
you forgive me ! 

ErUer Pucannello. 

Puc. What IS your Highness' will ? 

Tra, It is that you set Prince Horatio at liberty, 
and send him hither presently. 

Puc, I wonder ! — Most willingly ! [Exit. 

Pru, You are a gracious prince, and the high gods 
Will recompense your pity unto lovers ! 

Tra, What a swine was I to do such a thing ! I 
am ashamed as often as I think on't; I shall be 
ashamed to look on my friend. Sister, you must pray 
him to forgive me ! 

Pru, Sir, trouble not yourself ; and be assured, 
Unless you part us, you can never do 
Offence either unto the Prince or me ! 

Enter Horatio. 

Hora. It seems his mind is changed — the heavens 
be praised ! 
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Tra. Prince Horatio, an you do not forgive me my 
locking of you in prison, I shall never be merry 
again. I did it when I was drunk, and my sister 
knows that as soon as she told me on*t I sent for 
you. I pray you, therefore, forgive me, good Prince 
Horatio ! 

Jfarn, Most excellent sir, I was a man unworthy 
Of this sweet lady's love did I not freely ! 

Tra. I thank you, i' faith, Prince Horatio, with all 
my heart, I swear unto you ! Here ! take you my 
sister — take her by the hand, lead her whither you 
will, and do what you will unto her with her con- 
sent ; I am very sorry I parted you so long. I know 
lovers would be private though they do nothing but 
talk, therefore I will not hinder you. Fare you well, 
both my ])rincely friend and lady sister ! 

Pru, The gods preserve you ! 

Jfma. And reward your goodness ! \Exeiini, 

Tra, Thus what the Duke doth I will undo ; such 
excuses will serve my turn well enough. 

Enter Baubarixo ami Machavil. 

Here are my lord banishers. It seems the Duke hath 
set them at liberty ; but in they go again, as sure as 
the cloaks on their backs ! 

Bar, May the good angels that attend upon 
Princes on earth defend your Highness always 
From every offensive thing ! 

Mac And may you live 

A long and happy life, enlarge your state. 
Excel in fame the first great Duke ! 

Tra. Your good wishes I like, but credit me, my 
lord banishers, neither of you. Who let you out of 
prison 1 

Bar. He's mad as e'er he was ! — Your Highness, 
sir. 

Tra. You lie, sir ! Pucannello, come hither quickly! 

Mac. Heavens be merciful ! we must in again, I see ! 
He does and undoes, and remembers, nothing. 
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Enter Pucannello. 

Tra, Sirrah rogue, why did you set these two at 
liberty] 

Puc. Your Highness did command it. 

Mac, If our Duke must be mad, the gods grant 
him 
That which he had the last ! 

Tra. You ill-faced rascal, you lie ! 

Puc, Beseech your Highness, remember yourself ; 
it was at your command ! 

Tra, It may be so, but I am sure I was drunk then, 
and now I am sober they shall in again ; therefore 
take them with you. Begone, I say ! 

Bar, There is no remedy. 

Mac Good gods, pity Florence ! [Exeunt, 

Tra, Eo, Meo, and Areo, thanks ! i' faith, yet I am 
supposed the Duke ! Father conjuror, by thy art I am 
suppos'd a prince ! Stick to me still, and be my friend ! 

Enter Isabella. 

Here is the Duchess 1 Eo, Meo, and Areo, be true to 
me, and I'll have a kiss or two at the least. 

Isa, Sir, you are fortunately met. 

Tra, Who are you, lady madam 1 

Isa, Do you not know, sir 1 

Tra, I'd have you tell me. 

Isa, I never knew him so before. — I am your wife ! 

Tra, Vm glad on 't, I promise you ; come and kiss 
me, then. 

Isa, You are wondrous merrily disposed. 

Tra, Madam Duchess, I am something jovial in- 
deed; I have been a drinking Montefiascone very 
harcL Kiss me again, my dear lady wife ! 

Isa, He's drunk ! 

Tra, You are a handsome woman, I promise you. 
Prithee, tell me, my lady Duchess, am I a proper, 
handsome fellow ] 

Isa, Do not jest with me, sir ; you know you are - 
Him whom above the world I do esteem ! 
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Tra, Well said, my lady wife ! 

Isa. I ne*er saw him so distempered before. 

Tra. Have you nothing yet in your belly 1 

Isa, You know I am with child, sir. 

Tra. Faith, but I do not, for your belly swells not 

Isa. I am full of wonder ! 

Tra, Lady wife, get you in, I am half drunk, and 
now am unfit for you ; but give me a kiss or two 
before. Madam Duchess, fare you well ! 

Isa, I had thought he had not been addicted to 
A vice so loathsome as drunkenness. [Exii. 

Tra, Yet all happens very well ! Protest the 
Duchess is a gallant woman — I almost like her as 
well as Flamctta. I could lie with her ; and I would, 
but I am half honest, and will not wrong the Duke 
nor Flamctta. Why, is not my wench as good as she? 
Wherein do they differ, but only in clothes 1 Fla- 
metta's a woman as right as she, and perhaps, naked, 
as handsome ! What good in the night do jewels and 
fine clothes to a woman when she hath them not on ? 
Besworn I am very merry ! Eo, Meo, and Areo are 
brave, tame devils, and my father conjuror an excel- 
lent learned fellow ! 

Vienca wine and Padua bread, 

Trivigi tripes, and a Venice wench in bed ! 

[Exit singing. 

Scene ii. 

Enier Lavixio. 

Ye glorious planets, that do rightly guide 

Tlie giddy ships upon the ocean waves, 

If some of your malignant influences 

Have rais'd this madness in my subjects' heads, 

Let some of your benign influences 

Again restore them to their former senses I 

Those Florentines, whom all their enemies 

Could not impeach, could not withstand in arms. 
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Suffer not, you immortal powers divine, 
Thus to be niin'd by distraction ! 

Machavil and Barbarino appear in prison. 

I am astonished ! O heavens, I know not what to 

think! 
Pucannello! Pucannello! let me out the two lords, 
and send them to me presently ; I'll talk unto 'em 
here at large. 

Bar. His ill fit 's off. 

Mac. The gods be praised ! 

Lav. I do not think that since the infancy 
And first creation of the world a madness 
Pestiferous and equal unto this 
Was ever known. Good heavens reveal, and soon, 
The cause, that I may do my best to help it ! 

Enter Barbarino, Machavil, and Pucannello. 

Mac. Long may this fit continue ! 

Bar. If it hold always, sure he's in 's wits again. 

Lav. I wonder, lords, and justly, that you, whom I 
have known to have the noblest judgments, should 
thus become distracted. You in your fits of frenzy 
run to prison of yourselves, and thmk I sent you ! 

Bar. Most royal sir, we grieve to see these days. 
You did command us thither. 

Lav. I] 

Mac. Your Highness' self. 

Lav. You are both deceived. To do such idle errors, 
And lay the blame on me, doth more amaze me 1 
Pucannello, how came these in prison 1 

Puc. So please your Highness, you were angry with 
them, 
And did commit them. 

Lav. I commit themi 

That thou art mad is not so great a wonder. 
I tell you both with sorrow, witness Heaven ! 
You are strangely bereaved of your reason ! 
Well, go ye in, and pray unto the gods 
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That they hereafter would be kind unto you, 

And keep you from relapse ! 

Ma€, Heavens bless your Highness ! 

Bar, And be unto you a perpetual guard ! [Exeunt, 

Lav, Famine, plague, war, — the ruinous instruments 

"Wherewith the incensed deities do punish 

Weak mankind for misdeeds, — had they all fallen 

Upon this city, it had been a thing 

To be lamented, but not wondered at. 

Enter Isabella. 

Oh, my dear Isabella, I have brought thee 
From Milan, flourisliing in all delights, 
Into a city full of men distracted. 

Isa, He's not sober yet. — Go in and sleep, sir ; 
You do not well to betray your weakness 
Unto the public view. 

Lav, My wife and all ! heavens ! 

Isa. What say you, sir ? 

Lav. My Isabella, thou hast cause to curse me 
For bringing thee unto a place infected ! 
The air is sure pestiferous, and I wonder 
Now how I have escaped. 

Isa. Good sir, I pray you sleep. 

Lav, Wherefore, my Isabella 1 

Isa, Why, you have drunk too much ! 

Lav. Madness unmatched ! 
Dear Isabella, withdraw thyself into 
Thy chamber ; I will presently come to thee. 
There we will pray unto the angry gods 
That they would from 's remove this heavy ill. 

Isa. I will obey you, sir, to get you home. 
Good gods, ne'er let him tlms oifend again ! [Exit. 

Lav. What have I done so much offensive to 
The supreme powers, that they should punish me 
Not only with the madness of my subjects. 
But the distraction of my wife and sister 1 

Enter HoRATio and Prudentia. 
What do I see 1 They do embrace and kiss ! 
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My sister's madness will undo her ! How 

He came at liberty I marvel much. 

Whom I would have to lie in prison walk in freedom ; 

and whom I would have in freedom run of themselves 

to prison. 

Pru, Most noble brother ! 

Lav, Sister, I grieve to see thee thus. 

Ilara, Excellent Prince ! 

Lav. Sure the good angels, that had wont to guard 
The Medicis in all their actions, 
Have for the horrid sins of Florence left us, 
And fled to heaven ! 

Hora, His mind again is altered. 

Pru, Dear brother, do not frown and look so angry. 

Lav, Peace, sister, Fm asham*d to hear you speak ; 
Each word you say is poison in my eai-s. 
Pucannello ! Jailor ! 

Ptic, I come. [^Fithin, 

Prik What mean you, sir 1 

lima. I must again to prison. Fickle fortune. 
How soon a happy man thou makest wretched ! 

Enter PucANNELLO. 

Lav, Sirrah, why did you set tliis man Brunetto, 
Or this Horatio — I know not what to call him — 
At liberty 1 

Puc Will he ne*er be wise 1 — Your Highness bade 
me. 

Lav. I ? Bethink you, and answer truly ! 

Pm. Your Highness knows I durst not for my life 
Ha* done 't without your licence. 

Pni, Sweet brother ! 

Lav. Silence would become you better far. 

Hora. Life of my heart, do not disturb yourself ; 
I am unworthy you should speak for me. 

Lav. Sirrah, take him again, and look to him better 
than you have. Your madness shall not excuse you 
if once more you serve me thus. 

Hora. I must be patient. Good heavens, soon alter 
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this sullen fit into his former kindness ! Farewell, my 
sweet Prudentia ! [Exeunt with Horatio. 

Pru. I wonder, brotlier, what pleasure you take 
In crossing me after this sort ! 

Lav, It is vain to answer frantic people. 

Fru, I ] — I am mad 1 Tis your perverseness 
makes me. [Exeunt, 

Scene hi. 

Enter Trappolin, soIu^. 

Tra, Yet I cannot meet with the Duke. I long to 
see him look like me. I would fain powder his High- 
ness. Eo, Meo, and Areo, I thank you, faith — my hat, 
my glass, and cloak ! Honest father conjuror, I will 
love thee while I live ! 

Enter Barbarino and Machavil. 

Heirs broke loose again ! I do what the Duke undoes, 
and he undoes what I do. 

3fa€. Long live your Highness ! 

Tra, Amen. 

Ear, And happily ! 

Tra, Amen, I say. But how, my small friends, 
came you hither ] 1 thought you had been under lock 
and key. 

Mac. I fear he's ill as e'er he was. 

Tra, Sirrah Pucamiello ! so ho ! so ho ! Come 
hither, you rogue. 

Bar. We niust in again. 

Mac. Good gods, will this frenzy never leave him ? 

Enter Pucaxxello. 

Tra. Goodman dirty-face, why did you not keep me 
these in prison till I bid you lot them out 1 

Puc, So please your Highness, so I did. 

Tra, Dare you lie so boldly 1 You take me for a 
doctor, — Gracian of Franckolin, I warrant you, — or a 
fool in a play, you're so saucy with me ! 
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Mac, Good gods ! 

Bar. Was ever heard the like 1 

Puc Beseech your Highness to remember yourself ! 

Tra, Now I bethink myself, perhaps I might do it 
when I was drunk. If I did bid you give them liberty, 
it was when I was foxed, and now I am sober lay 
them up again. Walk, my good lord banishers ; your 
honours know the way. 

Fuc, Will this humour never leave him 1 

Bar. We must endure it. 

Mac, There is no remedy. 

Tra. My lord prisoners, get you gone ; I am 
an hungry, and cannot stand to hear any suppli- 
cation. 

Pvc, You must obey, my lords. [Exeunt, 

Tra. Yet all goes well, all goes exceeding well — 
M}*^ will's obeyed ; I am suppos'd the Duke ; 
My hat, my glass, and cloak retain their force ; 
And father conjuror does not forsake me. [Exit. 

Scene iv. 

Enter Mattemores, the Sj)aiiish Captain^ solas. 

Mat, Though, horrid war, thou bear'st a bloody 
sword, 
And marchest o'er the world in dreadful arms ! 
Though fearful mankind, on their humble knees, 
Beseech the gods to keep thee from their homes ! 
Yet art thou, when trick'd up in dismal robes, 
Presaging death and ruin to a state. 
More lovelv to a valiant soldier's eyes 
Than are the pleasures of a wanton court ! 
And sure, if our great Duke Lavinio 
Had been i' th' field expecting of a foe, 
He ne'er had been distracted as he is ! 
Tis peace that doth bewitch us from ourselves, 
Fills most heroic hearts with amorous toys, 
And makes us to forget what honour is ! 
But, for Hipolita's sake, I must not speak 
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Anythinp^ ill of love. Lovo, I must say, ' 
Is good, but war leads the more noble way. 

Enkr Lavinio. 

Ijiv, How do you, Captain 1 

Mat I am your Higlmess' creature. 

Law Saw you not lately Barbarino or Machavil I 

Mat, Yes. 

Lav, AVliere are they 1 

Mat, Your Highness knows, in prison. 

Lav, heavens, in prison again ! Good gods, when 
will you remove this frenzy from the Florentines? 

Mai, I see there is little hope on him. 

Lav, Why are they in prison % 

Mat, Because your Highness did command. 

Iaxv. Never, Captain ; I never did command it ! Go 
and bid Pucannello let them out. 

Mat, Sir, he dares not at my bidding. 

Lav, Here, take my ring, and do 't ! 

Mat, One humour in the morning, and another in 
the aftenioon ! AVill it never be better 1 \Ex\t, 

Lav, Would I did know what heinous sin it is 
I have committed that is so offensive 
Unto the gods to cause this punishment. 
That I might sue unto them for forgiveness. 
And they be reconciled and pity Florence ! 
I'm full and full of wonder. Perhaps some fiend, 
Permitted by the heavens, a.ssumes my shape, 
And what I do undoeth. Was ever known 
Such a distraction in the world before ] 

Enter TRArroLiN. 

Tra, At last I have found him. 

Lav. This the impostor is that hath deceived 
The eyes of all ; it can be nothing else. 

Tra, I vow and swear I am something afraid ; but I 
will be bold. Eo, Meo, and Areo, sit close ! Come 
out, powder, come out ! Father conjuror, I rely on 
your powder. 
Take that for my sake ! [Flings it an him. 
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Lav, WTiat rudeness is this 1 

Tnu I have done 't, i' faith. Trappolin, I have 
repealed thee for Flaraetta's sake. 

Lav, How is this ] 
If thou art a fiend, the gracious heavens be kind, 
And give a period to thy wild proceedings ! 
But if thou art a conjuror, I'll have thee 
Burnt for thy magic, as thou dost deserve. 

7Vrt. Trappolin, talk wisely. 

Iaiv. Why dost thou call nie so ? 

Tra. Aha ! a man forget himself so ! Art thou not 
he] 

Lav. I am the Duke. 

Tra. Beware of treason. Do you know your own 
face if you see it ] Look here I — what say you now ? 

Lav. I am bewitch'd ! Thou art a conjuror, 
And hast transform'd me to a banish'd rogue. 

Tra, For Flametta's sake I pardon thee this lan- 
guage, but learn to speak better, lest you walk again. 

yExit, 

Lav. Heaven, earth, and hell have all agreed 
together 
To load me with a plague unknown before 
Unto the world ! The heavens have given consent 
Unto my misery ! Hell hath plotted it ! 
And the deceived earth believes me mad, 
And now will take me for a banish'd rogue I 

Enter Flam ETTA. 

Fla. Oh, joy above expression ! Behold, 
My Trappolin is come ! Love, welcome home ! 
Thou art behohling unto me, my dear ; 
'Twas I that won the Duke for thy repeal. 

Jaw. I am amazed ! 

Fla. Give me a hundred kisses ! Let us spend 
An hour in kissing ; afterwards we'll talk. 

Jaw. Away ! 

Jla. Have you forgott<»n me so soon ? I am 
Thy true Flametta, lovely Trappolin ! 

hw. Begone, I say ! 
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Flu. Dost tliou reward mo thus for all the pcoins 
Fvo took t-o got tlioe home again? 

Lav. Leave me, 

Thou impudent wliore, or I will kick thee hence ! 

Fhi. Oh, faithless men ! Women, by me take 
heed 
You give no tnist unto this perjur'd sex ! 
Have I all thy long banishment l)een true ? — 
Ivefused Ivord Barbarino with all his gifts ? — 
And am I slighted thus ? I will complain 
Unto his Highness of thee ! 

Enkr Mattemores. 

Lav. Have you done*t ^ 

Mat. AVhat ? 

F'lr. Have you set the lords at liberty? 

Milt, What's that to thee ? 

Lar. (Jive me my ring ! 

Mat. He has heard the Duke sent me with his 
ring, and this imjnnleut rogue dares think to get it. 
Sirrah, is it not enough to be a coward and a pander, 
but you would be a thief too ? 

].ar. I am bewitched I 

Fla. I fear my Trappolin is turned madman. 

Ijiv. Suffer not this, ye gods ! 

Enter TliAPPOLlX. 

Mat. I have set the Loixls Barbarino and Machavil 
at liberty, according to your Highness* order, and 
here is your ring again. 

Tra. Better and better. — I marvel where the Prince 
Horatio is ? 

Milt. He forgi^ts everything. — He's in prison ! 

Tra. Sure he is not ! 

Lar. How this impostor devil acts me 1 

Mat. Your Highness did commit him. 

Tra. Fie upon 't, what things do I do in my drink ! 
Here, take my ring ; go and set him out, and come 
hither with him presently. 
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Tmv. I «im tho Duke, and will be olx'yM ! 
Go not, upon your life ! He shall lie there. 

Fla. Sure my Trappolin 's run mad for grief in his 
banishment. 

Mat. Peace, frantic, peace ! do not disturb his High- 
ness ! 

Tra. Regard not madmen. Go ! 

Mat I'm gone. [Exit, 

Lav. Thou traitor ! 

Fla. Dear Trappolin, be silent ; regard my tears ! 
Thou wilt undo thyself 

Tra. Maiden, an your SAveetheart continue thus, 
I'll have him sent Jibroad again. 

Filter Prudentia. 

Fla. Sweet Trappolin, for my sake hold thy 
tongue ! 

Lar. I rage in vain — good heavens be merciful ! 

J'ru. Dear brother, pity me ; regard my sorrow ! 
Release the Prince Horatio, and no longer 
Separate their bodies whose hearts the gods have 
joined. 

Tra. Sister, have patience a little, a very little ; 
Prince Horatio will be here presently, and I'll make 
an end with you. 

Jaiv. Prudentia, art thou not ashamed 1 

Fru. What sauciness is this 1 
Most worthy noble brother, all my heart is full of 
thanks for you ! Would I'd a tongue could utter them ! 

Enter Mattemoues aiul Horatio. 

Mat. Your Highness' ring. 

2ra. Tis well. Captain. Sister, and Prince Horatio, 
Here, take my signet ; by the warrant of it go 
And get you married. 

Hora. Our humble thanks ! 

Ijiv. I do want patience. 

Ilora, 'Tis best to do it whilst he's in good 
humour. 
Are you content, sweet Princess ? 
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Pni, Witli all my soul I go. [Exeunt. 

Ijiv. Sister ! sister ! 

Mat Peace, lest you be soundly punished, 
sirrah ! 

Fla. Good Trappolin, be quiet. 

Lav, I am the Duke ! — I am Lavinio ! 
This is a fiend of hell, or an impostor. 

Mac. Will your Highness suffer this 1 

Tra. I pity him ; lie knows not what he says. 

Lav. I am bewitched! 

Mat. I am sure thou art distracted. 

Tra. 'A done, you had best ! 

Lav. Thou enemy unto our happiness, 
Know the gods will relent ; in time be wise ! 

Tra. There is no remedy; he must go to Pucan- 
nello. 
So ho ! Pucannello ! so ho ! 

Pnc, I come ! UFithin. 

Fla. There could come no better of it. Beseech 
your Highness, pardon him ; he's distracted ! 

Lav. You are all distracted, all bewitched ! 

Enter Pucannello. 

Tra. Sirrah, take Trappolin, and lock him up safe. 

Fla. You'd take no warning. 

Ln\ Oh, Florence, how I pity thy decay ! 

Tra. Away with him I 

Mat. Pucannello, take him, and begone ! 

Tra, You of the guards, see him laid safely up. 

]jiv. I will not go ! 

Puc, We then might force you. [Exeunt, 

Fla. Alas ! poor Flametta ! thy Trappolin cares 
not for thee. I beseech the gods to give liim his 
right senses again ! 

Tra. Come, Captiin ! 

Mat, I attend your Highness. [Exeunt. 
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Scene v. 
Enter Barbarixo and Maciiavil. 

Mac. The strange distraction of our Duke >vill give 
Sufficient matter unto chronicles 
To make whole volumes of him. 

Bar. Yet he believes himself right in his senses, 
And we, out of our wits, think him mad I 

Lavinio appears in prison. 

Imv. Would I had been bom to a mean estate. 
So in 't I might have lived happily ! 
The greater honours tliat men have, the greater 
Their troubles are. The beggar that hath nothing 
Lives a more quiet life than monarchs do. 
Ijord Barbarino and Lord Machavil, 
Get me released ! I am the Duke Lavinio, 
Bewitched, as you are, by an impostor. 

Bar. Go, TrappoHn, and sleep. We have heard all — 
Thou art run mad. 

Mac. Go sleep, poor Trappolin ! 

Liv. Be kind ; good gods pity our miseries ! 

Bar. Leave talking, and go sleep. 

Enter Trappolin. 

Mac. His Highness. 

Bar. How fares our noble master ? 

Tra. I have not been sober a day together this good 
while. Eo, Meo, and Areo have made me foxed ; but 
now I will leave it. 

Mac. Who are they ? 

Bar. I know not. 

Tra. It's in vain to lay them up any more, I 
having had sport enough ^vith them. — Trappolin, 
whom you banish'd, is come home stark mad. 

Mac. Exceedingly. 

Bar. And raves most strangely in prison. 
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Enter Flametta. 

FJa. Here is his Highness. I will not leave him till 
He (loth release from prison Trappolin. 
Most excellent sir, perfect your noble kindness — 
Give liberty unto poor Trappolin 1 

Tra, With all my heart 1 would, would he be quiet. 

Fla. Alas ! he is distracted, and doth not know 
What he says ; and therefore why should you regard 
him] 

Tra. Well, fair maid, for thy sake, that lovest him 
so, he shall come out. Pucannello ! so ho ! Come 
hither ! 

Bar, He will do anything, and undo anything. 

Mac. Sure there was never such a duke i' th' world ! 

Enter HoRATio and Prudentia. 

Tra. W(ilcome, sister and brother, I hope I may 
say ! Are you married ? — are you content 1 Tell me 
if anything remains that I can do for you. Speak it, 
for I am ready ; the Duke, your servant. 

Pni. Most worthy brother, you have perfected our 
joys, for W(i are married ! 

Tra. I am very glad, lady sister, that you are so. 

Ilora. Here is your Highness' ring. 

Enter PufANXELLo. 

Tra. You, sirrah of chains and keys, set me Trap- 
polin at lilx^rty presently, and send him hither ! 

Puc. AVill he never l)e wise ? I would he would 
make another jailor— 1 am weary of the place. I can 
never be at (piiet for ])utting in and setting out. 

Fla. The heavens reward your goodness ! 

l^Exit Pucannello. 

Tra. Brother and Prince Horatio, I am something 
given to be drunk. P]o, Meo, and Areo are good fel- 
lows ; but, I pray you, pardon me. 

llora. Sir, you wrong yourself. 

Tra. My friend and Prince Horatio, Til ne'er 
wrong myself, I warrant you. But you I have, and 
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my sister Priulentia ; but it wiis wlicn I was foxed, 
and I will never be so again. 

Enter Mattemores ami Hipolita. 

Mac. I am glad be \vill once let us be quiet. 

Bar. I sbould l>e very ghul if be would continue it. 

Tra. How now, Signor Captain ! ba you got a 
sweetbeart 1 

Mat. A fair mistress, so please your Higbness. 

Tra. I see, my Don-at-anns, wben you cannot follow 
tbe wars of tbe field, you will of tbe bed. 

Eider LuVViNio. 

Fla. Pritbee, my Trappolin, now bold tby tongue ! 
Be wise, my love. 

Liv. Leave me, tbou frantic fool ! 

Tra. For Flametta*s sake I bavo given you your 
liberty ; use it well. 

Lav. O beavens ! endure not tliis impostor tbus 
With his enchantments to bewitch our eyes ! 

Mac. Will he suffer him 1 

Bar. Perhaps one madman will pity another. 

Lav. Ye Florentines, I am Lavinio — 
I am tbe Tuscan Duke ; this an enchanter, 
That by bis magic art bath raised all 
These strange chimeras in my court ! 

Mat. Your Highness is too patient ; it were more 
fit he rav'd in prison. 

Fla. Sweet Trappolin, be rul'd. 

Tra. Hold your tongue, I say. 

Ilora. Poor Trappolin ! art thou distracted too ? 

Lav. You lords of Florence, wise Machavil, and 
You, Lord Barbarino, will you never come 
Out of this frenzy ] Valiant Mattemores, 
I am the Duke ! I am Lavinio ! 
This, whom you do suppose is me, is some 
Hellish magician, that hath bewitched us all ! 

Tra. He will not be ruled. Pucannello, take him 
again ! 
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Fla, Bcf eccli your Highness ! — Trappolin, come 
away. 

Pru. Ah, my poor subjects, how I pity you, 
That must obey the monstrous wickedness 
Of one that works by necromantic means, 
And is forsaken by the blessed gods ! 

TrcL Away with him ! 

Enfcr Mago. 

Mago. Stay ! 

Tra, Yon 's father conjuror ! 

Bar. AVhat new accident is this ] 

Tra. I liope he'll do no hurt. 

Jlora. AVhat will the event be, marie ? 

Mat. What old loni^ beard's this ? 

Ma(jo. A word with you ! 
AVill you, if I clear everj^thing, 
I*ardon what's past 1 

Jjav. Do you know me, then ] 

Mafjo. You are the Duke. 

Tra. Father conjuror, do no hurt, and I'll give you 
a hundred pistoles to buy you sallets and oil i'th* 
wood. 

Mago. I'll talk with you even now. 
"Will you ])romiso me ? 

Lav. I swear by all the honours of my state, 
By both my dukedoms, Florence and Sienna, 
I will forgive whatcver's past ! 

Mago. Him and all] 

I/ir. Him and all. 

7Vrt. Clood father conjuror, remember your son ! 

Mac. AVhat will come of this ? 

Mago. Be not affrighted. 

Mat. Never, not 1 ! 

Mago. What e'er you see. 
Fear not ; nothing shall hurt you. 

Pru. This is a conjuror. 

U'qh Sweet Captain, stand close by me. 

Bar. What strange events are these ? 

Mago. Eo, Meo, and Areo, appear ! 
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Tra. I am undone, I fear. Father conjuror, re- 
member your son. I'll ^ve you two hundred pistoles ! 
Mago. Appear, I say ! 

Enter Eu, Meo, and Areo. 

Pru. Alas ! 

Ilora. Fear nothing. 

Hip. O me ! 

Mat. Be bold ; I am here, Hii)olita ! 

Mago. (lO, take the hat, the glass, and cloak from 
him. 

Tra. Ah me ! ah me ! Here, here, here, here — come 
not too near me! Eo, Meo, and Areo, farewell, all on 
you ! Father conjuror has undone me ! 

Bar. Trappolin ? 

Mar. Two Trappolins ] 

Fla. I know not which is mine ! 

Mago. Attend a wliile ! 
Thus, with the waste of this enchanted wand, 
I do rele.use your Highness. 

Mat. The Duke ? 

Hora. Wonders ! 

Mago. You have engagcHl your word : y'ave pardoned 
all — me, who have done and undone everything, and 
him, and everybody ! 

J/iv. I have. 

Mar. The heavens be praised ! Long live your 
Highness ! 

Uinnts. Lonic live the Duke ! 

Ifnra. What will l>ecome of me] 

Mago. I'll perfect everytliing. 
Brave Prince Horatio, your elder brother, 
Prince Filberto, is dead. Sir, you cannot 
With reason dislike this match ; they are 
Married, and your consent doth perfect it. 

Ln\ >sow I am assured he is a Turin prince. 
Heir to the dukedom of Savoy, I am glad 
They are espoused. Sister, 1 wish you joy! 
Sir, 1 entreat forgiveness for what's past ! 
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Ilora. All's forgotton. 

iVw. Thanks, gracious heavens ! 

Lav. I'll have your wedding solemnized with 
state. 

Mac, I am glad this CJordian knot's untied. 

Tra. I shall be hangecl, father conjuror. 

Mago. The Duke hath pardoned you and me all. 

Tra. Tlien let Eo, Meo, and Areo go to the devil, 
from whence they came. Flametta, 1 am tliine ! 

Fla. Ah, my dear TrappoHn ! 

Tra. Here is your Highness' ring. 

Mago. From henceforth I ahjure my wicked art 

llor. I for thy love to me will send thee into 
Piedmont, and give thee an earldom in Vercelli. 

Tra. The heavens reward you ! You know I 
always made much of your Highness' majesty. Fla- 
metta, thou shalt be a countess! 

Mago. Son Traj>polin, I am thy natural father, 
twenty yeai's since banished ten years from Florenca 
Through my misfortune I have served the Turk in 
his gaUeys. 

Trn. By your leave, fiither, you have served the 
devil too, I'm sure, for you are one of the best con- 
jurors in the world. Welcome unto the court, your 
son of honour, and to Flametta's earlship ! Will your 
honours forgive me too ? 

Muc. Yes. 

Eider Isauklla. 

]ku\ For the princess* sake, I do. 

Tra. I thank you both. Now all's well again. 
Henceforth I will live honestly, and be the devil's 
butcher no lonc:er ! 

hn\ My Isa])ella, welcome ! Everything 
That did molest our happiness in Florence 
Is took away. Now we will spend our time 
In courtly joys ; our famous Tuscan poets 
Sliall study amorous comedies and masks, 
To entertain my beauteous Milaness. 
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I have a story full of ridiculous wonders, 
Within to tell thee at our better leisure. 

Tra. The weaker side must yield unto the stronger, 
And Tmppolin's suppos'd a Prince no longer. 

[Exeunt mnnes. 



The Epilogue. 

Ladies and gentlemen, you that now may 

Approve, or, if you please, condemn our play, 

We thank you first ; for here it was not writ, 

In sweet repose and fluencies of wit, 

But far remote — at Rome begun, half made 

At Naples, at Paris the conclusion had. 

Yet the i)erfection is behind, which, if 

You give's a plaudit, you in PiUgland give ; 

Our nation's courteous unto strangers, nor 

Should you refrain unto this traveller. 

I must not sue ; there's nothing now remains 

Saving the guerdon of our poet's pains : 

He for himself is careless, only would 

That for the actors' sakes you'd say 'tis good. 

We are doubtful yet, your hands will set all right ; 

Do what you please, and, gentlemen, good-night ! 



THE TRAGEDY OF OVID. 



The Trnge4lf/ of Ovid. Written hy Sir Axton Cokain, 
Barouii. jAmiloUf Print*'d for Phil. Stt^phena^ jwi.y at (he 
Khufs Arnh'if over a<jalnH Middle Ttmple Oat^y in Fket 
Stnti. 1002. 

The 7'rayfdff of Orid. Written hrj Sir Aston Cokain, 
Baronrt. Loytdon, Printed for Franeln Klrhnan, and are to 
ttc aold at hU xlmp^ wider tSt. Ethelboront/h's Churchy in Bufhajts- 
ijatc St net. lOOi). Hi mo. 



PiTBLius Ovii)iT\s Naso, who gives the title tn this traj:;e(ly, was 
born at Sulino, on 2()tli March, alioutforty-thrt'c ycarH iR-fore the 
Christian era. Intended by his father for the bar, he was sent 
early to Home, thenee, in his sixteenth year, to Athens ; but 
ulthougli lie excelled in the study of elociuence, the natural bent 
of his min<l was poetry, an<l in despite of every remonstrance, 
and the proverbial oovertv of poet-*, he still continued to follow 
in the wake of the Muse fcrato. He soon gained adniiivrs, and 
Virgil, Tibullus, Pro}K'rtius, and Horace corresiK)nde«l with him. 
Augustus himself patronizeil him most lilH-mlly ; but having 
incurred that Km|HTor s displeiusure, he was, in his fiftieth year, 
luinisheil to Tomos, a town on the western shores of the Euxint* 
Sea. The cause of this sudden exile is doubtful, but these lines 
from his ]H'n would seem to indicate that it wius in conse(iuenee 
of his having come to a knowledge of some great impropriety in 
the court or family of Augiistua : 

** Car aHqnld yldi ? Cur noxla Inmlna feci ? 
Cur iinpnidt-nti coenita culpa mlhl est? 
Nesclus Actrcon vidit sine \v»tc Diunain, 
Pra:da fuit canibus non minus tile Etuitt.*' 



Again : 



" Ncwla quod crimen viderunt lumina plector, 
Teccatumque oculos cat habui^se meuin." 



And further : 

*' Pcrdldcrunt cum me duo crlinlna, carmen ct error, 
Alt€i1us facti culpa silenda milii est." 

In his l»anishment, Ovid applied frequently to the Emperor, 
in lines of entreaty aiidadulation, foraremission of his sentence, 
but without efftrt ; nor wasTibi'iius more yielding than his pre- 
decessor to Ovid's petitions, backed thougli they were by many 
ardent and inriuential friends at Home. He did not live long 
after this. His death took jdace in the tifty-ninth year of his 
age, A.l). 17, and he was buried in the land of his exile. 

The greater part of Ovid's poems are extant. His Mftamor' 
phosfH^ in fifteen books, are curious, on account of the mytho- 
logical traditions which tliey record. His Fasti were divided 
into twelve l)ooks, six of which have been lost, which is much 
to l>e regretted, as, judging from the books wlii<*h remain, much 
light would have been thn»wn upon the religious rites and cere- 
monies, festivals and sacrifices, of the ancient Uomans. His 
Trlstia, in live books, as well as his EkijicA^ exhil)it much ele- 
gance and refinement of expression. The J/eroUlrA are, in 
poetic diction, excellent. His three books of Avwrum, and tho 
same numlx-r J)e Arte Amandl, with the De Jifinetlio AmoriAj 
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arc equally rccl<>K'iit of fine poetic ima<:jen', but their insidious 
tendency is apt to conupt the heart and cngcndir immorality. 
He wrote sonic other pieces, amoii^ which ia a frafjment of a 
tragi'dy caUed ^l/tt/crt, no doubt intluencedby the common belief 
that it was at Tonios wlure Medea cut to pieces the body of her 
brother Absyrtiis. Ovid was thrice married. He had only 
one daughter, but by which of his three wives is unknown ; she 
herself became the mother of two children by two husbands. 

Of Oeiirs Tnitjedi/f Langbainc — Art. Cokain — says: ''This 
play was printed since the rest of his works, though 'tis fre- 
quently bound with them. I know not why the author gave 
this play the title of OricV^ Tnujedt/, except that he lays the 
scene in Tomos, and bnngs him to fall down dead with grief at 
the news he received from Rome, in sight of the aumence ; 
otherwise he has not much business on tlie stage, and the play 
ought rather to have taken the nanu; from Bassanes' jealousy 
aiul the dismal elfeets thereof, — the imirder of his new bride 
Clorina, and his friend Pyrontns. Hut this is an error which 
heaumont an<l Fhtcher have heretofore eommitt<"d, as Mr. 
Kymer has observed, in A Kiii'j and No Kimj^ and therefore 
more exeusable iu our author. The }»assage of Captain Han- 
nibal's inviting the dead carcjise of Jlelvidius to supper is 
jiossibly borrowed from the Italian play called II Athewto 
Fnbainnto, to wliieh language our author was no stranger, and 
on whi«h foundation the catastroj»hc of The Libtrtlm is built," 
i.e. Moliere's J)on Juait^ ou le /(stln dv P'urre. Some portions 
of the plot and language, which in themselves are good, derive 
their soune from Ovid's J'JO'jit.t. The situation of Alonzo, 
Carlos, ajul Leonora, in ^'ouiig's ReveiKje^ is not unlike that of 
iJasHJinrs, Pyidutus, and Clorina in this tragedy. 

Charles Cotton, to whom this play is «ledieated, is l»est known 
from having bem the friciul of Izaak AV'alton, and author of the 
sreond i»art of the Coinpite Avjh r. lie rcsitled for a great 
luirt of his life at IJensford, in the ccmnty (tf Stafford. He 
had some reputation for lyric poetiy, but was ]>articularly famous 
forburles(|ue jHn'try. He translate d Corneille's JIornc€y printed 
in 4to, 1(571, with a dedication to his dear sister, Mrs. Stanhojw 
Hutchinson. Of his burles(iue works, Sairroiiides^ or Vinjil 
TnivcHt'iCy which appeared in 1G78, and has been frequently 
reprinted, has been always legarded as exceeding not only the 
French, but all those who mad(" any attempts in that kind of 
poetry, the ineom parable author of J/udihras excepted. His 
translation of Montaigne's Eastti/ft^ in three volumes, is still 
considered the best. Some of his minor poems, published 
eollectively in 1081*, aro of great exeellence, and the volume has 
commendatiuv verses by Colonel Lovelae«», Sir Aston Cockain, 
KoN'rt Herriek, and Mr. Alexander Ihome. 

The date of his death is uncertain, but it has been coi\jec- 
tured that it was some time alter the IJevolution. 



TO MY MOST HIGHLY HONOURED COUSIN, 
CHARLES COTTON, Esq. 

Noble Cousin, as soon as I had finished tliis play of 
mine, called the Tragedy of Ovid, 1 sent it to wait 
upon you at your house in Beresford, where it found 
so courteous and generous an entertainment, that I 
shouhl accuse myself of much ingratitude did I not 
dedicate it to you, and entreat your favour that it 
might visit the world under the secure patronage of 
your authentic name. I beseech you, therefore, to 
afford it so much grace, and to give it leave to lie in 
your parlour window, since you have been plejused to 
signalize it with two excellent epigrams. This is but 
a small testimony of my thankfulness to you for an 
abundancy of high and obliging favours that I have, 
upon all occasions, received from you. To which you 
will infinitely add by continuing in your good opinion, 

Sir, 

Your very affectionate kinsman. 

And most humble servant, 

Aston Cokain. 



() 



AN EPIGRAM. 

TO THE AUTHOR, 
UPON HIS TRAGEDY OF OVID. 

Long live the poet and his lovely muse, 

The stage ^^'ith wit and learning to infuse I 

Embalm him in immortal elegy, 

My gentle Naso ; for if he should die 

Who makes thee live, thou 'It be again pursu'd, 

And banish'd heaven for ingratitude! 

Transform again thy Mdarnorphoses 

In one, and turn thy various shapes to his. 

A twin-born muse in such embraces curl'd 

As sliall subject the scribblers of the world, 

And, spite of time and envy, henceforth sit, 

The ruling gemini of love and wit. 

So two pure streams in one smooth channel glide, 

In even motion, without ebb or tide, 

As in your pens Tiber and Anchor meet. 

And tread meanders with their silver feet 

Both soft, both gentle, both transcending high, 
Both skiird alike in charming elegy ; 
So equally admired, the laurel's due, 
Without distinction, both to him and you. 

Naso was Koine's fara'd Ovid ; you alone 
Must be the Ovid to our Albion, 
In all things equal, saving in this case, 
Our modern Ovid has the better grace. 

Charles Cotton, Philodramatos, 



TO THE AUTHOR, ON CAPTAIN HANNIBAL. 

AN EPIGRAM. 

Your Captain Hannibal does snort and puff, 

Arm'd in his brazen face and gre^asy buff, 

'Mongst Puncks and Panders, and can rant and roar 

With Cacala the turd and his poor whore ; 

But I would wish his valour not mistake us, 

All captains are not like his brother Dacus. 

Advise him, then, be quiet, or I shall 

Bring Captain Hough to baste your Hannibal. 

Charles Cotton. 



DRAMATIS PERSON.E. 



Pyrontits, . . 
Phylocles, . . 
Bassanrs, . . 
Marullus, . . 
Phcebianus, . . 

called also 
Hannibal, . . 
Cacala, . . . 
publius ovidius 
Dacus, . . . 



J yoinuj Jjord. 

nU Friend, 

A yonmj Ijyrd, 

His Friend. 

Pijranfm* younger Brother ^ 

Caralinda. 

A hanulhd Italian Captmn, 

A young Fellow^ his man. 

Naso. 

A Getic Captain. 



Clorina, . 

Armelina, 

Cypassis, 

Spinella, 

Floretta, 



Bassanes' Bride. 

Her Sister. 

A Bawd. 

Her JJaughtfT, a Courtezan of Tomvs. 

A Boma?i Courtezan. 



Maskers. 



A Spectre. 



Servants. 



llie Scene : — 
ToMOS, a city in Pontus. 



THE PROLOGUK 

A MANY famous poets do not refuse 

"With prologues to usher in the tragic muse : 

The reason, gallants, I presume to say 

To Tomos you are welcome all to-day. 

For fear, lest when y'ave seen 't, you should repent 

iOf loss which then you ciinnot well prevent], 
tell you, though our play is new, *tis writ 
After an ill old moile, with little wit ; 
For in it there is a devnl and a fool — - 
Such sights as boys affect tliat go to school. 
This said, you have our leave, without offence, 
To take your money again, and to go hence. 
Nothing of Ovid, then ! Enough, enough 
Dancing and fighting, and much amorous stuff. 
If any of these invite your stay, pray know 
We hope to please you, whether you will or no. 
But if you shall dislike it, gentlemen, 
lievenge yourselves, and never see 't again ! 



THE TRAGEDY OF OVID. 



Act I. — Scene i. 

Enter Pyrontits fummdyy intending to fall upoii his 
itword, and Phylocles after him, irlto with his foot 
strihs it away, 

Pyr. Uncivil man, begone ! before my rage 
Incrt*ases above my troubled patience, 
And I for this untimely courtesy 
Make thee to harbinger my soul in death ! 

PhyJ, Alas, my lord ! why will you take away 
The noblest life that ever honoured Pontus ? 
I pray you, think upon 't. 

Pyr, I am resolved ; 

Nor will I live to see Clorina made 
A wife to any man besides myself. 

Phyl, Ah ! who would not run mad, and tear his 
hair. 
And weep until his eyeballs did dissolve, 
To see the bravest man of all this land 
So passionate, and for a scornful lady ] 

Pyr. Kill me, Phylocles ! thou wilt do a deed 
The gods will love tlu*(^ for ; for I am one 
Full of those things that virtuous souls abhor, 
Else sure Clorina would not use me thus. 

Phyl, To my own death, to do you real service. 
You may command me readily, my lord ; 
But to entice me to a^lvancc my hand 
Against your life — great Jove, and all the gods 
Whom we do reverence and fear, forbid ! 
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Pifr, Phyloclcs, dost thou love me 1 

PhyL You know, my lord, I do, above my life ! 
In our late wars, when we did aid our friends 
The fortunate Romans, I attended you ; 
And when your horse's fall left you a prey 
Unto the l)arbarous cruelty of the Parthians, 
I, careless of my life, ran to your aid, 
And brought you off through many of their deaths, 
(command me anything, so you except 
Your noble life, and I will do it freely ! 

/'//?'. As well except you will not stir a foot 
To do your friend the greatest favour for him, 
WJiich with an ease, so easy as is walking. 
You may perform. 

PhyL What would you have me do 1 

Pyr, Begone, my Phylocles ! Is this a day 
For me to honour with my life, wherein 
Clorina, sligliting all my years of service, 
AVhich I have paid to her with as great fervour 
As any of our priests adore the gods. 
Will give away herself unto Bassanes ] 
Away, niv friend, and let me die ! 

PJnjL My lord, I will obey you, on condition 
That I may find you as I leave you^ — safe. 
And, till I see you next, untouched, and living ! 
I have some hope I may bring comfort with me — 
Calm all these passions, and create a joy 
That may occasion triumphs in your heart. 

Pyr. Cro then, my friend, and prosper ; but be sure 
Thou (lost not trifle with me. Thou well knowest 
The nature of Pyrontus is averse 
To su fieri ng of abuses. 

77////. I am gone, 

Witli liojK? to bring you comfort speedily. [Exit 

Pyr. False tyrant, love ! 1 would I had thee here ! 
With thy own bow I'd shoot such passions in theo 
As should be overstrong for tliee to bear. 
Fond boy ! I'd make thee dote on chaste Diana, 
And pluck thy golden feathers from thy wings, 
To write with them repentance to the world. 
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Which of tlio fatal sisters did provoke 

Thee, careh'ss of man's happiness, to do 

Those bloody deeds wliich thou art famous for 1 

O, that I knew her ! and when I am dead 

I'd pass the dreadful waves of Plilegethon 

But I would find her, and destroy her too I 

Upon Ixion*s wheel I'd torture her, 

Till with her baleful cries she did awake 

The porter Ct-rberus from his drowsy den ; 

Then would I give her body unto him, 

And he should eat it, and she be forgot. 

But, cruel love, hadst thou been kind to me, 

And e<|ual fire raged in Clorina's breast, 

Not only in Tomos, but tliroughout all Pontus, 

1 would have raised altars to thy praise. 

Where night and day, wliilst time makes night and 

I would have had such anthems caroll'd to thee 
By happy lovers, that eternal Jove 
Should have wish'd himself to have been the god of 
love ! 

}Jnlf'r Ovid, Phvlocles, aful Armelina. 

Phyl. My lord ! the l)eauteous lady Armelina, 
Attended by the poets' glory, Ovid, 
By the entreaty of the excellent bride, 
Are come to woo you to your life ! 

Pyr. Tis a miniculous kindness that the fair 
Clorina on this solemn day affords mo. 
Had she but pleased t' have been so merciful 
In former tinn^s, I had not drooped thus 
Now all the city Tomos lays aside 
Neglected care, and puti^ on jollity. 
^^adam, what is the j)leasure of my deity 1 
And thou, full soul of poetry, sweet Ovid, 
What unimagin'd harmony of comfort 
Bring you unto me ? 

ArnL My lord, if that my sister 

Still doth retain the least of power over you. 
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By me she doth entreat you to continue 
Among tlie living. By all the love you have 
Professed unto her, she conjures you t' bear 
Tlie chances of this day worthy your birth 
And all the noble actions of your life. 

Ovid, It is an unbecoming weakness in you, 
Degenerating from the former fulness 
Of all your honours, all your immense knowledge 
Of sage philosophy, and of yourself, 
Thus to captive your reason, and become 
Slave to the passions of an heart let loose 
To the pursuit of barbarous appetites. 

Pyr. Sweet Armelina ! you whose every word 
Strikes music through my ears unto my soul — 
You who in your soft language have apparell'd 
The commands of my goddess, must have power 
To make me die continually by living. 

Ovid. Assume a better courage, and contemn 
These trifles wliich you rashly deem misfortunes. 
My lord ! you are the glory of this country, — 
The basis upon which not only Tomos, 
But the nobility of Pontus, build 
Their glories on, instructed hitherto 
By imitating you, tlieir great example. 
A little time may alter your opinion 
Of beauty. You may cliance to see ere long 
Another lady that may please you better ; 
And then this day you do account so miserable 
You in your calendar will mark a festival. 

Pyr. Peace, gentle Ovid ! tliis is blasphemy 
Against the divinity of her fair soul, 
And that rich heaven of happiness, her body. 
Jove hath no beauty like her on Olympus : 
Slie's nature's masterpiece, and glorifies 
This angle of tlie world so, that I prize it 
Above triumphant Rome, and all the splendours 
The court of great Tiberius is renowned for. 

Ovid. You shall overcome me, so you will your- 
self: 
Say anything, my lord, and I will hear you — 
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Do anything, and I will honour it, 

So you forl)ear to trespass 'gainst your life ! 

Arm. My sister doth expect, if you have ever 
Borne real affection to her, that you should 
Return her word by me that you will lose 
This resolution of self-murder. She will 
Love you as far as honour will give leave. 
Entertain welcomely your company 
And conversation, whilst you prove yourself 
Delighted with her virtue. And she knows 
The Lord Bassanes will most joyfully 
Continue you within the catalogue 
Of his friends most belov'd, while you exceed not 
The limits of a candid amity, 
Nor attempt treason to her nuptials. 

PhyL I see a calmness in your looks, my friend. 
Thanks, gracious madam, for your pains ; and may 
Thy Roman gods reward this kindness, Ovid ! 
Yet he were savage that had ears so deaf, 
And dull an intellect, as not to yield 
To your great reason and most eloquent tongue. 

Ovid, Your ^mrtial love doth too much overvalue 
My poor endeavours. Hark ! [Mtisic mthin. 

Arm. Tlie music doth 

Invite us in. Pray ! glorify tliis ceremony 
With your fair presence. 

Phyl. Hymen will, my lord, 

Owe you a blessing for it. 

Ovid. Light a more 

Aus])icious torch, and, for a courtesy 
So timely given, drown your more happy head 
With future bliss al)ove your hopes. [Exit Ovid. 

Pijr. Lead in ! 

ril but collect myself and follow you. Annelina ! 

Arm. You will oblige us all. 

Pyr. My friend Phylocles ! 

Phyl. I am here, my lord. 

Pyr. Oh, how a thousand passions combat here I 
But which of them shall prove predominant ? 
Commands, received from my fair, cruel mistress. 
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Already have determined what strange miracles^ 

Great deity of love, are in thy power ! 

Affection prompts me to advance my hand, 

And turn the genial bed into an urn 

By settin^i^ this Bassant^s' soul at liberty. 

But 1 must needs recall this infant thought, 

Or an inglorious stain may fix upon 

My reputation. He was ever noble 

In all his actions to me, and we 

Have long ago contracted such a friendship 

That it hath been look'd on as an example 

Worthv an imitation. Besides, he 

Was never made acquainted >vith my love ; 

He, then, is innocent of any injury 

Committed against me, and doth no more 

Than I. The bright Clorina he affects, 

And so do I ; and so must all the world 

That are not bhnd, or senseless, when they see her. 

His stars befriend him, and those eyes of heaven 

Did look a s(|uint at my nativity ; 

And he hath far more merit to deserve her. 

Come, riiylocles ! Slic is my only goddess. 

And I must ([uit me of j>rofaneness, too ; 

What she commands, strike no forbidden blow. 

[Exeunt. 



SrENK 11. 

Enter Daci's, Cypassis, mul Spinella. 

Sjn^i. Mother ! Captain Dacus promis'd mo a new 
gown against this masque, and hath not kept his 
word with me. 1 desire, therefore, I may be quit of 
his comj^'iny. 

J)ac, I'retty grumbling heart ! my tenants are slow 
in paying their rents ; I else had not failed thee. But 
you .ire very fine as you are, Venus be thanked ! 

^)>///. That's no cost of yours. I am the more be- 
holden to another friend. 
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Dae. To whom? the bridegroom, I warrant you, 
Spinella. 

Spin, Tis he indeed ! 

Cyp. The Lord Bassanes was ever her noble 
patron. 

Dae. But I hope she will lose his bounty hereafter, 
Cypassis. 

Sinn. Your jealousy prompts you to talk thus. 

Cyp. After honeymoon's past, he may return to her 
again. 

Spin. You shall become more liberal, or I will 
shortly cashier you from my acquaintance. What ! 
do you think we venture reputation for nothing but 
oaths, flattering words, and a little foolish pleasure ] 

Cyp. Indeed, son, a young gentlewoman must be 
maintained with other materials. If she goes not fine 
and cleanly, she is not fit for good company ; and if 
she keeps never so little a while ill, and it comes to 
be known, she may bid farewell for ever to all her 
holidays ; the honourable jmd worshipful will not 
care for her embraces. 

Dae. Are you against me too, mother ? I had 
thought Madam Cypassis had had a great kindness 
for me than so. 

Cyp. Captain Dacus ! you know I have much re- 
spected you from our first acquaintance ; but you 
must think of performing better with Spinella for the 
future. My poor girl else will not be able to live 
decently in the fashion, unless she should live more 
common than I could wish. 

Spin. Mother ! you shall not need to fear that, for I 
can be married when I will, and this wedding of 
my dear old friend invites me much to take that 
course. Juno ! direct me to the best, for Venus, 
whom I have hitherto ser\'ed, is but an ill tutress ! 

Dae. Prithee, sweet S])inella, leave this melancho^ 
discourse ; it sounds too unkindly, especially on a 
marriage day. We should now talk of love, maiden- 
heads, music, banquets, masques, and so forth. 

Spin. Captain Dacus ! I must confess my genius is 



222 OVID. 

towards mirth indeed ; but you must not, then, give 
me cause of sorrow. 

Cyp, The truth is, Captain, you must not be so 
close-handed for the future. The Lord Bassanes 
being married, peradventure m<ay turn foolishly uxo- 
rious; and then you must either get you better 
tenants 

Spin. Or a new mistress. 

Vac, Still in this key ] 

Cyp. Wliat hatJi been done yet hath been kept 
private, and so it concerned all our reputations ; 
but, now I think better on it, it is your best way, 
Spinella, to take a husband if he be worth having. 

Spin. He can scarce be worse than this servant. 

Jhic. Pretty one ! afford me better words, for I 
dearly love thee ; and, though I never made use of 
my credit yet in that kind, I will take up a new gown 
for thee to-morrow. On that condition I may take it 
up as often as I will. 

Spin. Then you shall have leave to do your best, 
or worst. 

Cyp. Agreed, agreed 1 
'Tis well y' arc come. 

Enter Mari'llus. 

Spin. We thought Bassanes had forgotten us; but 
we meant, you see, to come unsent for. 

Mar, You might have been welcome if you had ; I 
should have got you good places. But Bassanes is a 
gentleman of his word, and hath sent me to conduct 
you accordingly. 

Spin. I thank his bridegroomship. 

Mar, You are angry, I warrant you, that he's 
married. 

Spin, Not I, Venus bear me record 1 Much good 
do him >vith his fresh meat; he will be weary of it, no 
doubt, ere long, as he hath been with others. So you 
may tell him, Marullus. 

Mar. And then you hope for him again ? 
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Cyp, Juno and Diana defend ! I dare swear she 
hath no such tlioughts. 

Dae. So durst not I. 

Mar, Nor I. 

Spin. I care not what you say ; you are both 
minded to jest with me. But is not the young 
Phoebianus returned from Rome against tliese solem- 
nities ] 

Mar, Pyrontus wrote for him. 

Cyp. *Tis marvel Bassanes would not stay for his 
arrival. 

Spin. No wonder at all ; all men are so mad of a 
new face when they can get it. 

Cyp. Though often they leave a better for it 

Due. Well said, mother ! thou speakest oracles, old 
Cypassis. 

Mar, With some regret. This marriage is not yet 
digested by them in earnest I must entreat you to 
beware of your behaviours. You are desir*d to pre- 
tend no acquaintance to the bridegroom. These slips 
of youth are fit to be conceal'd. 

Spin, Or Clorina may grow jealous 1 

Mar. *Tis good preventing the worst Tis time 
we walk. [Exeunt omnes. 



Scene hi. 

Lmd mtusicy tlien enter Pyrontus, Bassanes, Phy- 
LocLEs, Ovid, Clorina, Armelina. 

Bos. Welcome for ever to my hand, Clorina, 
Who long hast been the regent of my heart ! 
This day hath made me owner of such riches, — 
The mine of joys in my delicious bride, — 
That I our mightiest Ciesar do not envy. 
Why does my dearest blush ] l>ecau8e thy modesty 
Doth see so many bt^auties here inferior 
To thy supremest one 1 But blush on, fairest. 
Like to a setting sun, at the approach 
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Of this so longed-for niglit, tlmt's to determino 
Your virgin honour. 

CI or. Now you make me Mush 

Indeed, my lord. 

FfP'. I wish you, madam, a Hfe so circled in 
With joy, that you may never hreathe a sigh ; 
And, when you shall grow weary of the earth, 
Become Jove's dotage, and he Queen of heaven. 

Clo)\ My Lord Pyrontus, I return you thanks, 
And hope th* immortal gods will recompense 
This kindness with an ha]»piness transcending 
Whatever yet you could desin^ ! 

Grid. May heaven 

Propitiously smile on you with all those 
Bright ties that do enlighten night and day ! 

Arm, I did not think this city could have shown 
A multitude so gallant of lx)th sexes. 

Bas. They come, I thank them, to grace our 
nuptials. 

J hyl. They come, no doubt, to see and to be seen. 

Enter Marullus, Dacus, Cypassis, Spinella. 

Mar, Hymen })e praised, we are come in time ! 

Vijp, Venus, bless mine eyes, what a fine show is 
here ! 

Sinti, Indeed, Captain Dacus, you have endeared 
me much ; 
We are beholding to your lusty shoulders, 
That made a pretty lane through all the crowd. 

Dae. My best of strength shall evermore attend 
To do you service. 

Mar. Here let us keep together ; 

This is the best room that is l(»ft. Pray tell me, 
How do you like the bride] Do not her eyes 
Dart subtle rays, such as may kindle fires 
Within tlie breasts of all mankind % 

Spin. I do not know how some may love heart- 
burning. 

djip. It is a pretty lady, but I have seen 
Some faces that have seemed as well. 
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Mar, Oh ! envy, Madam Cypassis ! Where, beseech 
youl 

Dae. I hope Spinella would be loth enough 
To change with her. 

Spin, I am not yet a-weary 

Of mine own. 

Bas, It doth grow late, and time they did begin. 

Ovid. They only waited your commands. 

Mar. That's Publius Ovidius Naso, the chief poet 
Not only of Rome, but all the mighty empire. 

Cyp. I know him well enough, and was acquainted 
Many years with him ere I saw this country. 

Ovid. May music bring 
Some deities from Olympus* top, to grace 
Tliis night's solemnities ! 

The Mask. 

The Masquers all attired according to tlie fancies of the 

ancient poets. 

After a flourish of loud music, enter Hymen, Cupid, 

and Venus, singing. 

Fen. I smil'd with eyes that darted rays 

Of sweet desire on either's face. 
Cup, And I such shafts did put in ure* 

As only they themselves could cure. 
Ili/m. And I, love's best physician, quick found 

Each other's hand, might heal each other's 
wound. 
Fen, May they dissolve in love, yet prove 

No diminution by their love. 
Cup. May they their fears and pain requite, 

And spend, in such revenge, this night 
llym, Whate'er they do, they may with ardent 
zeal, 

For they have licence under my great seal. 

♦Use. 

p 
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Enter MERCURY. 



Mer. Jove hatli commanded me to let you know 
You sliall not want a f^Tace tliat heaven can show ; 
Ey virtue, theivf(^re, of my sacred wand, 
Juno and Pallas liither 1 command, 
That they, with Venus, may again contest 
To whom l)t'longs the golden apple best 
And Paris, by my caduceus' power, 
I charge to come from thy Elysium bower. 
Now let thy doom meet the just will of Jove, 
And tliou slialt feast with deities above — 
Forego thy solitary shades, and sit 
A judge upon Olympus for thy wit. 

Enter J UNO and Pallas. 

Pal, Wherefore are we thus summoned to appear 
To human view and to these mortals here ] 

Jan. I ho[)e Jove now will not disturb our reign, 
And fall in love witli womankind again. 

Pat. Surely long since. Queen of the deities, 
lie did abandon terrene vanities. 

Jan. Daughter ! he swore, by Dis, to mo himself. 
He would for ever leave all amorous stealth ; 
For Juno cannot but suspect the worse, 
He once so long continued such a course. 

Pal. l*allas hath often blush'd to hear Mars tell, 
Following his father's steps he did but well; 
My brother was to blame. 

Jan, Alas, my son 

Ghjried to imitate what Jove had done ! 
Your sister Venus was a handsome child. 

Pal. And Mars, when he was young, was very 
wild. 

Mer. Saturnia, needless I do know your fears ; 
Had Jove meant so, he'd not have met you here. 
Paris is slow in his approach ; sure some 
Fine dreams have fix'd him in Elysium, 
Again 1 must command him to appear. 
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Enter Paris. 

Par, You need not, Maia*s son, for I am here. 
I had not made such stay, but was in talk 
With my fair Queen in a delicious walk, 
Where Agamemnon and the Spartan king, 
And all those many Princes they did bring 
To fight for the revenge of that fam'd rape. 
Did laugh at our discourse, not envy at. 
Thrice happy are those shades, where none do hear 
Those ])assion8 that so tyrannize it here. 
The (irecian chieftains have a thousand times 
CursM tlieir own rage that crossed us in our crimes ; 
For when their wiser souls were loosened from 
Their bodies, forced unto Elysium 
By violent deaths, and clearly understood 
Those follies they had sealed with their blood. 
Amazement seizM upon them all. Our Troy, 
Which that so fatal quarrel did destroy, 
Had flourished still in pomp — all they and wo 
Had livM in peace and in felicity, 
And died in our own beds, had they been bless'd 
T' have had those thoughts wherewith th* are now 

possess'd. 
We are not jealous in those ])lains of bliss : 
They for fruition care not, there, that kiss. 
Helen of Greece [ind I, without despite 
To Menelaus' self, take what delight 
Pleaseth us there the most. Every one there 
Slights those things most they doted upon here. 
Our bodies being compos'd of elements, 
Incline mankind to seek to please the sense ; 
But there our spirits, being unconfin'd, 
Strive at the satisfaction of the mind. 
Though souls embrace, they organs want and places 
To raise a jealousy at their embraces ; 
We at our old amours do often laugh. 

Mer. Then you wa.s in discourse, which I broke off? 

J\ir, No matter, Mercury, 'tis fit I pay 
My duty unto Jove, and him obey. 
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Wliat, therefore, is his will, that I may soon 
Submit to his inevitahle doom 1 

Mer, You must again an umpire be, and tell, 
In beauty, which of tliese doth most excel. 

Par. My judgment 1 have given once, and why 
Should that again to my discussion lye? 

Mer. 'Tis Jove's decree, and he, if you refrain, 
Will make you subject unto Pluto's reign, — 
From the PUysium plains remove you quite, 
And cast you into an eternal night ; 
Instead of Helen's voice, where evermore 
You shall hear Cerberus' bark, Cocytus' roar ; 
And dreadful Phlegethon, with horrid noise, 
Torment your ears as darkness shall your eyes. 

Par. I must submit. 

Mer. Here, take this golden ball, 

And give't to her that's handsom'st of them all. 

Par. I shall, in my opinion, doom aright. 
But wish that Jove had chose some other wight. 
But the last time these goddesses employed 
Me in this kind, it was on sacred Ide ; 
Why therefore here, in so remote a town, 
And countries so far distant from mine own % 

Mer, Cast but your eyes about this crowded place, 
And you may judge it is to do a grace 
To some in this lair company. 

II II in. To-day, 

That generous youthful j)air became my prey. 

Cup. But they had never been your captives bound. 
If I liad not compelled them by a wound. 

Mer. Jupiter, to do honour to this night, 
Hath summoned tliese t' appear to human sight. 
And hath commanded you, before this throng, 
To give that apple where 't doth most belong. 
Be well advised, after exact survey, 
How you dispose the golden fruit away. 

Par. Prime goddesses of the Olympic court. 
That Paris grace again with your resort, 
I on my knees beg leave, that what I do 
For one may not offend the other two ; 
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Because our poets have profess'd that we 
Have been afflicted for my first decree, 
For thence two of you did our foes become, 
And hastened on the sack of Ilium. 
I must obey imperious Jove's command. 

Veiu And we to thy arbitrament will stand. 

Juno, I do protest, by all my rule above, 
1*11 not be angry, howsoever it prove. 

Pal. And, Priam's son, I will be nothing stirr'd, 
Or discontent, if others be preferr'd. 

Par. Having implor'd your mercies, now I fall 
To look to whom belongs the golden ball. 
Juno hath sweet black eyes, Pallas fine hair, 
Venus is just proportion'd, wondrous fair. 
As I have done before, again I must — 
Venus, the ball's thine, and my judgment just 

[Gives it to Iter. 

Juno. To tax thy doom were but a needless shift. 

Pal. Nor do we envy her the pretty gift. 

Fen. To show there is no falling out, let's all 
Fall in, and dance, before this pair, a ball. 

Juno. You and J, Trojan prince, will lead the sport 
You have been famous for in Priam's court 

Par. Supremest goddess, you a grace confer 
Too high upon your humble honourer. 

Juno. Hymen, Cupid, and Maia's son, advance ! 
Let's show these mortals an Olympic dance. 

All the Maskers dance. 

After a flourish of solemn loud music, enter Jupiter. 

Mer. The king of gods and men ! Hail, thund'ring 

Jove ! 
Pal. Why hath my father left his throne above 1 
Jup. Perceiving Venus and her wanton son. 
To do some service, were by Hymen won. 
From my star-paved court, and looking down 
Upon the world, and, in it, on this town, 
I soon espied the business ; therefore, straight 
Summon'd you both to meet, this nuptial night, 
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My daughter Venus, here that we might do 
A grace divine unto these happy two. 
How Paris hath bestowed the ball I've seen ; 
But give it me again, you amorous Queen 
Of Cyprus, it hereafter must not be 
A trophy to the Papliian deity. 

Ven, Great Jupiter, I yield to thy command. 

Jfip, And I thus give it t* a more beauteous hand. 

[Gives it Clorina. 
Here may you flourish long in bliss and when 
You weary grow of the abodes of men, 
I'll fix you both, t' amaze all human eyes, 
A glorious constellation in the skies. 
Pallas and Venus do not take offence. 
For she is a superior excellence. 
And frown not, Juno ; I no more "vvill make 
Converse with mortals for thy quiet's sake. 
Hadst thou thus given the golden ball, I had 

[Spenks to PARIS. 
Made thee companion unto Ganymede. 
Take hands, and dance, whilst our attentive ears 
Do guide our feet to nmsic of the spheres. 

Thnj dance th^ second danc^, 

A SoNCJ. 

Ilym. Blest and best pair, make haste to bed, 

The bride still ow(»s her maidenhead. 
Cvp. There you can only find a balm, 

The fest'ring of my darts to calm. 
Ven. And youth and beauty may delight 

In all joys of a nuptial night 
Chorus. There when you shall be left alone, and 
kiss, 
You need not envy to the gods their bliss. 

Jiip. 'Tis time we leave these to a new delight, 
And therefore Jove himself doth bid good-night. 

[Exmnt Maskers. 
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^a.s-. Let us to bed, my dear ; I long to lose 
Myself in thy embraces. Gentle Ovid, 
The bright Clorina and myself shall owe 
All power we have to serve you to the utmost ; 
And may propitious heaven incline great Ciesar 
To look with gracious eyes on your misfortunes ! 

OvuL You both vouchsafe too much of honour to 
me 
If you forgive the rudeness of my muse. 

Pyr, I find myself extremely ill o' th* sudden, 
And must not be so barbarous t* interrupt 
With any sign of sickness the felicities 
Of this bless'd company. Good-night to all ! 
Farewell, my lord ! the happiest of mankind. 
Clorina, too, good-night — you most unkind ! 

[Ejc€U)U Bassanes, Ovid, Cloiuna, Armeuna. 

Mar, Captain, I do commit to your conduct 
Madam Cypassis and her pretty daughter. 
I must go help the groom to be<l, and see 
The bride to taste her last virginity-posset. 

[Kxif MARrLLrs. 

Dae, I shall be careful of my charge. Spiiiella, 
I had rather have spent my time in bed with thee 
Than have been at this masque. 

Spin, So had not I with you. 

I)ac, I know you jest, my little rogue. 

Cijp, Juno was of a demure look, and had a grave 
behaviour. 

Dae, Pallas had a smart cast with her eyes : 
I warrant you she beat 
Her husband, if she were ever married. 

Sjnn, Venus, indeed, was the handsom'st of them 
all. 

Dae, But you are handsomer than she, my pretty 
one. 

[Exeunt Dacus, Cypassis, Spinelt.a. 

Phyl, Tis very late, and time to hasten home. 
How is it with my noble liord Pvrontus ? 

Pyr, I am undone, my Phylocles, for ever. 
And have too tamely yielded to this match. 
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I should have challenged my friend Bassanes, 
If he would not have given up his interest, 
And by his fall rais'd up myself some hope, 
Or lost her bravely with my life together. 

Phyl. My lord, for heaven's sake cast aside such 
thoughts, 
And to your aid call generous patience ! 

Pyr, The coward's virtue ! 0, the multitude 
Of those grand joys Bassanes is possessed of 
By this conjugal knot ! And 0, the myriads 
Of miseries my poor life is to wade through 
By her severe command ! Were I the mighty 
Tiberius, and o'er the conquer'd world 
Bore sovereignty, the Empire I should slight, 
And give 't Bassanes for his room to-night. 

[Exeunt amho. 



Act II. — Scene i. 

Enter CapUin Hannibal, Cacala, Caralinda, and 

Floretta. 

Han. From Ostia we have had a voyage hither 
So fraught with storms and tempests, that I wonder 
The sea-gods 

Cac. The sea-monsters call them, rather. 

Ha7i. Were not all tired with using so much rage 
On us ; and yet you, beauteous Caralinda, 
Seemed fearle.ss of the furies of the ocean, 
Dreadless of thunder and lightning, whilst my man, 

This rascal Cacala, did nothing but s 

And spew, and pray, when there was such a noise, 
Betwixt the mariners' voices and the elements, 
That Neptune could not hear the timorous villain. 

Cac. Sir, I did love you well — you have been 
bountiful 
On all occasions to me, I else should never 
Have left my native country, pleasant Italy, 
T' have undergone a voluntary exile. 
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But had I ever dreamt on such a passage. 
Such thunders, whirlwinds, and such horrible tem- 
pests, 
I would have taken leave to stay in Rome. 

Han, Although Floretta sometimes wept for fear, 
She did not bawl and whine Uke thee. 

Cac, No matter ; 
She does not know how precious a thing life is. 

Flor, Surely I do ; but well enough imagin'd 
That such ungovem*d outcries might disturb 
The company, yet not incline the gods 
The sooner to deliver us from drowning. 

Car. In truth, Cacala, your fear was oftentimes 
So full of noise the mariners could not hear 
Their own voices to attend their necessaries ; 
But you, perhaps, are valianter at land 1 

Han, He's everywhere a coward, Caralinda! 

Cac. I would confute you, sir, with all my heart, 
If you and Mistress Floretta would consent to *t. 
Were I in bed with her, I'd prove myself 
As valiant as the proudest captain living ! 

Han. How, now, you saucy rogue 1 

Flor, He talks most wickedly. 

Cac I had rather do. 

Flor, You must go look a mate, then. 

Car. \Miere do you mean to lie in Tomos, Captain 1 
Good lodgings here, I think, are somewhat rare. 

Han. As soon as we came to town I despatched 
Cacala 
T' inquire out one Madam Cypassis, a gentlewoman 
Of my acquaintance in my very youth. She was 

servant 
Once unto the Princess Julia. 

Car. You rather should say t* Ovid's fam'd Corinna. 

Han. By your fair leave, I know I speak a truth ; 
And were not Ovid timorous, he'd confess 
He Julia veil'd under Corinna's name. 
Cacala hath taken me lodgings at Cypassis', 
Where you may hear of your humble servant, Han- 
nibal. 
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Car, And does Floretta lie there also? 

Uan. Yes, marry ; 

Venus defend else ! 

Car. Then you do resolve, 

It seems, to make a wedding on 't 1 

Uan. By no means, madam ; neither pretty 
Floretta 
Nor I are yet such fools to slight our lil>erties. 
Whilst we like one another we'll keep together, 
And when we grow a-weary we may part ; 
The world hath other men and women enough, 
And we are both of us yet ignorant 
How soon we may affect variety. 

Car, But fear ye not the gods ? Are they well 
pleas'd. 
Think you, with such a life 1 

Cac. My captain ne'er 

Feared anything. And for Mistress Floretta, 
What man could do to her she never dreaded ; 
But how her courage stands towards the gods, 
I cannot say. 

FloT. You say too much, Cacala, and must learn 
manners, 
Or I must pray the Captain to bestow 
A cudgel on you. 

Cac, Sure his valour scorns 

Such mean employment ; he disdains to touch 
A weapon that's beneath a sword or poniard. 
My noble captain ever was accustom'd 
To give me leave to jest. 

llan. But you must know 

Your distance to Floretta. 

Cac, I know it but too well. 

And always am more distant than I would be. 

Car, But, Captain, I'd advise you both to marry ; 
It is a life that is more honourable. 

Cac. You are deceived, Madam Caralinda ; 
Our Roman captains think there is more honour 
In keeping wenches than in marriage. 

Han, Out upon wedlock ! I had rather hear 
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Alarms at midnight than the multitude 
To bawl Thalassis at a nuptials ! 

Car, Y* are a mad captain, Hannibal ! 

Han, I acknowledge it, 

And ne'er had else been banish'd into Pontus. 
But whereabouts in this town, Caralinda, 
Do you intend to make aboile ? 

Car. At Publius Ovidius Naao*s. 
I wrote to him from Rome t' entreat that courtesy, 
And he returned me thither word by letter 
I should be welcome, I have sent my servants 
Thither to prepare for me, and to beg 
His company here, that he may be guide 
Unto his house. 

Han. Were Ovid in his youth, 

He would be glad of such a purchase, lady ; 
Y* are of a tempting beauty. He had fam'd you 
Equal unto his so renowned Corinna, 
Had he been then acquainted with your excellences. 

Car. You shame me, Ca[>tain Hannibal I am 
So conscious of my own deformities. 
That I shall, all I may, shun public view. 
Besides, I know the noble poet hath 
Subdued his passions, and is now become 
As rigid in his behaviour as the gravest 
Of all the ancient philosophers. 

Cac. These women such discourse affect, as if 
They were pure vestal nuns ; but they that do 
Give credit to them are of a belief 
That is not in my creed. 

Car. You must have leave 

To talk. Know likewise, Captain ! 
Enjoy VI the generous Ovid his prime youth, 
And flourish 'd again in his own house 
Adjoining unto our triumphant capital, 
I should choose to live with him. I do prize him 
As the supreme wit of the Empire, 
Whose conversation ever was admired. 
Besides, I dare presume on my own temper, 
I fear not the temptations of all mankind ; 
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And such averseness have to all that sex, 
That here, in presence of the immortal gods, 
I vow, in that kind, never man shall touch me ! 

Cac. For all your confidence in your own chastity, — 
I speak it with a reverence to your merit, — 
Beware of the old game, and of the consequence. 
Known commonly by the name of a great belly. 

Car, My life, through all my actions, shall vindicate 
My reputation spotless ! 

Han. Your beauties and unequall'd qualities are 
Too potent charms for frail mankind to know. 
And not be conquered by so many wonders. 

Cac. Besides, her clothes would set one's teeth on 
edge. 

Flor. On shipl)oard she went in an homelier habit. 

Car. The meanest clothes will serve at sea for 
women. 
Captains in Tyrian-dy'd habiliments, 
And with their divers-coloured plumes should flourish, 
At all times, in all places, to beget 
Awe and respect from those they do converse with. 

Han. Fair Caralinda, you speak oracles ! 
The hearts of all the Getes* here must do homage 
To your unjiarallel'd perfection ! 
They will not only own you for most beautiful, 
But the chief female gallant of the province ! 

Entar OviD. 

Car. Your praises so transcend, they make me 
blush. 

Ovid. Welcome, my sweetest cousin Caralinda I 
May all the gods of seas and winds be prais*d 
For your arrival in this country safely 1 

Car. Thanks, generous Ovid ; I rejoice to see 
The wonder of the Roman Empire living ! 

Ovid. Oh, spare to overvalue so your servant, 
A serious adorer of your virtues ! 

* Getes, sing. ; Getre, phi. A people on the banks of the 
Euxine Sea, descrilwd by Ovid aa a savage and warlike nation. 
—Olid dc Ponto Tristin^ 5, c. 1. 7 ; v. iii c. L 12 v, 10. 
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Admire only you have found me breathing, 
After so many years here in exilement 

Uan, Madam, because we see you in that company 
We know you have an honour for, and who will 
Conduct you to your lodgings, we will press 
No further on your privacies, but take 
Our leave for this time. May both gods and men 
Bear hatred to Tiberius until he 
liepeal the gentle Ovid ! When we next 
Do meet we will converse at large. May Jove, 
Juno, Pallas, and the whole court of deities, 
Be evermore auspicious to you both ! 

Cue. Also to me, master, and to Floretta, 
Wliate er we do, I'd have the gods be merciful ! 

{Exeunt Hannibal, Floreita, Cacala. 

Car, I nee(l not hope I shall be safe, but be secure 
I shall be so, while I continue in 
Your house, 

Ovid, You, madam, to yourself shall promise 
All privacy you can desire ; you are 
As secret as you were not in the world. 
Although your native city you inhabit, 
Your name shall not escape my lips. But why, 
If without an offence I may demand it, 
Affect you such concealment now, especially 
When all your friends would be so proud to see you. 
And in this time of public joy 1 

Car, Hereafter, 

At better leisure, I'll acquaint you with 
My very soul in all particulars. 

Ovid. I will await your time. But when you left 
The world's great head, happy and flourishing Rome, 
How was Tiberius moved by the entreaties 
Of my dear wife, and some few real friends 
That my repeal solicited 1 

Car, Your virtuous wife and many constant friends 
Have not evaded any opportunity 
In your behalf ; and, though they have not yet 
Effected their desires in that conceni. 
They do not despair of prosperous success. 
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Orid. I have two i)owerful enemies, I believe, 
And such wlio block up, with their imputations, 
All ways of mercy ; an<l yet they are men 
I cannot accuse myself for ever injuring. 

Car. You always were too nol)le to do wrongs. 

Ovid. Even he that hath cruelty to heart 
To tempt the wife of a poor banlsh'd man. 
Amidst her sighs and teai*s for my misfortunes, 
Makes use of all the mighty interest 
He hath with Ceesar still to fix me here ! 
Pardon my passion, ye just gods, if I 
Do wish one day you will requite the mischiefs 
Of Comificius ! * 

Car. Your wife could make good mirth with his 
affection. 
Were not her heart so sad for your long banishment. 

Ovid. Some of my griefs I have flung on him, under 
The counterfeit name of Ibis. 

Car. Those curses he richly deserves. Our sacred 
Empress, the sweet-conditione<l Julia, 
Hath from the island Trimerus,t — where she 
Hath liv'd contin'd about these twenty years, — 
Wrote to him oft in your belialf ; but she. 
Although she brought to him the world in dowry, 
Could not prevail. 

Ovid. She gracM too much an exile ! 

Car. But had much reason to solicit throughly, 
She being believ'd to be the fair Corinna, 
Whom in y(mr poems you have celebrated. 

Ovid. I pray you, think not so; you wrong her 
virtues, 
Of which I only was a true adorer ! 

• A poet and genonil of the Augustine age. His compositions 
were much valued fi»r their ease and ehiquence, but nothing 
reni;un8 of them c.\cei)t a few letters preserved amongst the 
ei)i8tle8 of his friend Cicero. He had a sister Comifioia, who 
is said t<j have been gifted with a poetical genius. 

t On the coast of C'ami)ania, wliere Julia, daughter of Augustas, 
notorious for her immonility, was starved to death by order of 
Tiberius, anvo 14. The cause of Ovid's banishment has been 
ascribed to his having come to the knowledge of the incestuous 
intcrcouse between this la<ly and her father. 
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Car, Though you deny it ne'er so much, a many, 
And of the nobler sort, believe it otherwise. 
Droop not, best of poets, but courage ! 

Ovid. Alas ! 

My hopes sunk, with Augustus, to the grave, 
And here my aged bones must find an urn ! 
Will you not see the liridal house, although 
In this disguise, and sure to be unknown ? 

Car. I all those inclinations must suppress ; 
It is the will of Heaven, and not mine own. 
*Tis time wc walk ! 

Ovid. I'm ready to attend you. [Exeunt. 



Scene ii. 

Enter Pyrontus, solus. 

Pyr. Tliis sweet and solitary grove, adjoining 
To our city's walls, I have made choice to vent 
My sorrows in : — this place, that many times 
Clorina's smiling eyes have graced more 
Than Phoebus with his beams could ever do. 
Happy you trees, whose roots received vigour 
From the life-giving virtue of her looks ! 
And you, sweet birds, that choose this shady place 
To warble forth your various notes, were blest 
To learn new airs from bright Clorina's voice ! 
And all those beasts are fortunate, that here 
Enjoy the cool shades and the crystal springs, — 
The waters and the grass receiving virtue. 
From her rich presence, towards their ease and 

nourishment. 
FiVen all the inhabitants of Tomos choose 
This place to recreate their minds withaL 
Pan, Faunus, Satyrs, and the Dryades 
Have not afforded me so good success. 
Wherefore, alas ! thus do I vainly tax 
The rural gods ] Clorina is my foe. 
Else I had been as happy as Bassanes, 
Who is the most blest man of all the Empire, 
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And that unparallel'd beauty doth enjoy 

Whose loss I must perpetually lament, — 

Whose loss must sit so near unto my soul, 

The world will want a cure to make me whole. [ExiL 

Enter Cypassis. 

Cijp, Thanks to these trees' auspicious shades, 
whereby 
I, undiscover'd, have been made partaker 
Of Lord Pyrontus* love unto the bride ! 
1 will observe, with all the curious search 
I may, what progress he intends to make, 
And hope I shall raise motives to withdraw 
Bassanes from the dot«ige on his wife, 
And fix his heart again upon Spinella. 

Enter PVRONTlS and Phylocles. 

PhyL I have been searching for you long ! 

Cijp. 'Tis best I do retire, where, unperceiv'd, 
I their discourse may overhear. [Adiie, 

Phyl, You should not 

Give such a liberty to your melancholy, 
Nor take delight in solitary walks. 
My Lord Py rout us, in your early youth 
You were instructed by the ablest masters 
That famous Athens or triumphant Rome 
Could glory in, in all the principles 
Of grave philosoj)hy. KeHect upon them, 
And raise yourself thence strength to conquer these 
Unruly passions. 

Pyr. My dear Phylocles, 

Tis very easy for a man to give 
That counsel to his friend he could not follow 
Himself were he in his condition. 
I want a power to perform 't. The world 
Cannot afford me means. I must enjoy 
Clorina, or I utterly am lost ; 
And therefore, though Bassanes is my friend, 
My amity cannot enjoin me silence : 
I must pursue my suit, and will. 
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Phyl Take heed ; 

You then will run a course against all virtue — 
Otfend the sacred deities, whom we 
Are bound, by strick*st obligations, 
To observe in all they have commanded us. 

l^t/r. But they are merciful, and will forgive. 

1 hijl. But 'tis inglorious to commit a crime 
Out of a presumption of a pardon ; and 
Your breach of friendshi[) — all mankind will censure, 
An act degenerating from true nobility. 

Pyr. These morals, Phylocles, are cast away 
On me, who am so overwhelm'd in love 
1 have not reivson left to practise them. 

Phyl. But you will have sufficient, if you would 
Take up a resolution to withstand 
This dangerous p«tssion. 

Pyr, 'Tis in vain to prciich 

These things to me. I nmst enjoy Clorina, 
Or leave y(>u, friend, for (^vcr — I shall die ! 

Phyl. How this untoward love destroys your 
sense ! 

Pyr. There is not oratory enough on earth 
To win me from the pursuit of my love : 
One way or other I must get Clorina, 
And to invent a means to compass her 
Shall be my only study ; and if I prove 
So fortunate as to accomplish that, 
1 shall account myself a favourite 
The most esteemed of by the gods ! 

Phyl. Fiends, rather ! 

Pyr, Then I shall find there is a fate attends 
On lovers, — harsh beginnings, happy ends. 

[Exit Pyrontis. 

Phyl. I will not give him over thus, but follow 
him ; 
And though I have small hopes I shall prevail. 
Yet I, in friendship, am obliged to do 
My Ix'st to stop him in this vicious course. 
O brave Pyrontus ! how hath impious love 
Abus'd thy reason with this mighty dotage ! 
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* 

He that hath been the glory of this province 
Will make himself, this way, the shame and scandal ! 

[Exit Phylocles. 

CypASSIS (U.^rhhseth Iierself, 

Cyp. Is he so hotly set that none beside 
The bride can sati.sfy his luxury 1 
This shall Bassnues know. ]S'ow I will work, 
With all the treacherous art I'm mistress of, 
To raise a discord in their marriage. She 
Is made of Hesh and blood, and may i)rove false ! 
Pyrontus is resolved to court her strongly, — 
A gallant genth'man, handsome as any, 
IVrfect in amorous compliments, no doubt. 
1 wonder how lu; miss'd her if he ever 
Made it his endeavour to obtain her favour. 
I wish him good success. May this Clorina 
Fall into his embraces ! Then my girl 
S|)inella, it is likely, may arise 
Into her former favour with Ba.ssanes. 
He's rich and btMintiful, and such are welcome 
Into young Avomcn ; who Aviil lose no time. 
And love to live in flourish of the fashion. 

EnUr Bassaxes. 

Boii. I like this marriage well, for now I lead 
My life in favour of our best of gods ! 
I have liv'd loosely h»ng enough, and paid 
^ly services to Venus and wiUl Priapus I 
Juno will now befriend me, sure, and Hymen 
Bain blessings on my head and family. 

Cijp. Good day, my Lord Bassanes ! What ! alone 1 
Can you so soon deprive yourself of the 
Fair sunshine of your bright Clt»rina's eyes 1 — 
Find in your heart to be out of her company ? 

1ml<. I nmst not be a shadow to my wife, 
Nor she to me. We must not evermore 
Follow each other ; so our loves might prove 
Troublesome to ourselves. But say, Cypassis, 
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WTiat business brought you hither ? Is 't for health's 

sake 
That you are come to walk, and take the air ? 
Or out of hope to meet me here, to tell me 
Fictitious stories of Spinella*s love 
To me ? 

Cyp. I had not any such intention. 
Affection to the groves, and a desire 
To exercise myself a while in walking, 
Did bring me hither. But I've lost my labour, 
And, as you came, was a-returning home. 

Bus, This is a riddle. Who could hinder you from 
walking ? 

Cyp. My own curiosity. 
I have been listening to the sa^Mest speech 
That ever y«t did ]»uss a lover's lij)s. 

Bus. Prithee, Cypassis, who had the ill fortune 
To vent his sorrows in thy hearing] 

Cyp. A frien<l 

Of yours, l)ut 'tis no matter who ; you are 
In a condition of such haj)pin(ss. 
That it would ])e an incivility in me 
To cause the least sad thoughts in you. Continue 
In mirth anil jollity ; and 60, farewell ! 

Bus. I pray thee, stay awhile ! I must confess 
I have a curiosity to know 
A\'ho this is that you call a friend of mine. 
Who can be sad now I am grown so happy ! 

i 'yp. My Lord Rx^sanes, 1 must crave your pardon. 
Secrets of love, you know, should l>e conceal'd. 

Bas. I am no common prater. 

Cyp. For old acquaintance sake, I camiot choose 
But tell you anything you shall request. 

Bas. I thank you. How doth fair Spinella ? 1 
Should have inquired sooner of her health, 
But your discourse drew me aside from it. 

Cyp. Oh ! how you flatter me! I eiisily can 
Believe you have forgotten her for ever. 

Bas. You wrong our friendship. Happiness I wish her, 
As much as you and she can both desire. 
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Cyp, I'll tell her so ; and so, again farewell ! 

Bas. Nay, t(*ll me, ere you go, what friend of mine 
Is grown so amorous and so passionate ] 

Cijp. Since you will have me, think ! 

Bas. I cannot guess. 

Clip. It is Pyrontus. 

Bas. It may be so ; yet he 
Never reveal'd to me he was in love. 

Clip. At that I make no wonder. 

Bas. Whom should he 

Be so enamoured of? 

Cyp, Clorina's eyes 

Have beams enough a province to inflame. 

Bas. My wife ] 

Cyp. The very same. 

Bas. He surely, then, will stifle 
Ilis passion generously, and not attempt 
The wife of his approved friend ] 

Cyp. You guess amiss ; he is resolvVl to try 
Her to th(^ utmost. He's a proper gentleman, 
And, I believe, hath a prevailing language. 
You may be civil to him, and be wary. 

Bas. It is too likely. On our marriage night 
He so a]jrii[)tly did depart, he gave us 
Not leisure enough to take our leaves, — a sign 
He wanted ])atience to look on my joys. 

Cyp. I thought he somewhat suddenly was gone ; 
But love's a passion not to be commanded ! 

Bas. What was 't he, in your hearing, said ? 

Cyp. Alas ! 

Enough ; too much. He doth deserve our pity. 
Phylocles <lid s^irprise him, and did use 
His best persuasions to divert him from 
So vain and dangerous an allection. 

Bas. Come to particulars, my good Cypassis ; 
Conceal not from me any tiling : the gods 
Did guide thee hither t' overhear him. Why 
Stand you in such suspense 1 

Clip. Take heed, my Lord Bivssanes ! Oh, beware 
Of jealousy ! 'Tis an accursed fiend. 
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That otherwise your quiet will molest, 
Involve you in a perpetuity 
Of hideous chimeras. Fair Clorina 
Is innocent, and of a spotless virtue ; 
She is not accessory to his fault, 
If to be beautiful be not a crime. 

Biu, I am not jealous, neither will be ever. 

Cijp, A resolution worthy your great mind. 
And worthy the respects you ought to owe 
And pay unto the virtues of your lady. 

Bas. I know her excellent body is enrich'd 
With so sublime a spirit, and so pure. 
That vice dares not approach her thoughts. Be free, 
Therefore, and tell me all thou know'st. 

Cyp, You may command me, and I will conceal 
Nothing from you. 

Bas, Good old Cypassis ! thanks. [Exeunt anibo. 



Scene hi. 
Enier Pyrontus and Clorin^v. 

Chr. For shame, Pyrontus ! Cease to prosecute 
A suit so much beneath your honour, and 
So prejudicial to my reputation ! 

Pyr, What a misery, 
To be condemned to an eternal penury, 
And be forbidden to complain ! Fair, cruel 
Clorina, do not so insult ! Although 
I am most wretched, it's in your power to make me 
Happy, when you shall please to be but kind. 

Chr. I am not of a savage nature, neither 
Ever rejoic'd at anybody's grief ; 
I wish you all content, and ever did 
A wife superior unto me in all things. 
Sink not beneath this passion of your love ; 
You undervalued evermore your merits 
To think of me in that way. 

Pyr. You abuse 
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The truest affection amorous heart did ever 
Pay to his mistress, if you think I can 
Efface your image in my soul. The centre 
Of tliis vast globe we breathe on is not faster 
Fix*d than your beauties here ; here, in my bosom, 
They sit triumphant. Etna in its torn entrails 
Doth nourish lesser flames than bum me daily, 
And yet you have no pity for my sufferings. 

Clor. Alas ! what would you have me make myself ? 
A" beast of such an horrid name, I tremble 
But to think of it 1 All the gods forbid ! 
Would you have her whom you have cast away 
Some kindness on become an whore ? My heart 
Trembles to think upon 't, and the swift lightning 
Of blushes flies into my cheeks. Methinks 
My tongue doth burn like fire within my mouth 
Since it did mention so abhorr'd a name. 

Pyr, Will you, then, never think me worth your 
mercy ? 
Shall the vain terrors of an empty name 
Condemn me to a languishing life for ever ? 

Clor. You gods are witnesses, that know my 
thoughts, 
I would not, by the wreck of chastity, 
And proving to my marriage false, redeem 
^lyself from the most cruel death that tyrant 
Did ever invent for his most hated enemy ! 

p}jr. More merciless than worst of all those tyrants, 
Can you refuse a courtesy to me 
Which my assiduous services may plead for 1 
And such an one as can be never kno'WTi, 
Neither impoverish you in the least degree 1 
Keflect upon my misery, sweet Clorina, 
And imitate the gods in mercy. 

Clor, Rather the fiends, if I should be so wicked. 
The liord PjTontus, whom 1 heretofore 
Did look upon as a most noble person, 
Accomplish'd with the virtues, hath declared 
Or counterfeited himself an atheist, to 
Allure Clorina from her purity. 
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The gods see everything; nature nor art 

Can anything conceal from them. Thoughts which 

Did never take the air in words, to them 

Discovered lye ; and is it not far worse 

To have the gods to see our crimes than men ] 

Could I prove guilty of so foul a fault, 

I should impoverish myself to nothing, — 

A banknipt be in honour ; which, who wants, 

Is a companion fit for such wild people, 

As never heard the name of virtue. Kiches 

Are fortune's trifles, neither altogether 

To be despis'd or doted on ; but, well us'd, 

Poor virtue is most rich. Virtue itself 

Was, by the ancients, held the greatest wealth. 

Pyr, In your discourse you are too much a stoic : 
Young ladies' hearts should not so utterly 
Be void of all compassion. 

Chrr, I must leave you. 

Pyr, Not without hope of comfort, I beseech you 1 
Let me but taste of those sweet delicacies 
You cloy Bassanes with, if it be possible 
He can be satiated with such delights ! 

CJor, I trespass on my modesty to hear you. \^Exii. 

Pyr. In a condition she so sad hath left me, 
Joy is become an exile from my heart. 
To love and not be lov'd is such a curse, 
Jove, on his foes, cannot inflict a worse. [Exit, 



Act III. — Scene i. 
Enter Ovid and Caralind^v. 

Or///. Trapullus is a great astrologer, 
r th' mathematics skilful to perfection. 
For his pro founder knowledge the Chaldaeans 
Submit all to him. 

Car, Therefore I have reason 

More strictly to observe th* advice he gave me, 
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And wait for tlie accomplishment of the fortune 
Which he foretold me. 

Ovid. But, fair Caralinda, 

I would not have you either be too scrupulous 
Or negligent. The skill which they pretend to 
Hath but foundation upon probabilities : 
The glorious planets may incline, but force not. 
We have a lil^erty within ourselves : 
Our \nlls are free, nor slaves unto the stars. 

Car. Though I believe you, I am so superstitious 
I shall expect the accomplishment of his prophecy. 
Further discourse of it 1 shall forbear now, 
And choose a worthier subject for our talk. 
Tell me, dear Ovid, therefore, how the fair 
Ikide's fairer sister doth enjoy her health. 
1 left her, when I went to travel, like 
Illustrious Pha'bus rising in the spring, 
Without a cloud about his temples, promising 
A bright day to the world. I left her in 
Her early youth, but with so growing a beauty. 
That surely now 'tis able to work wonders. 

Oi'id. Indeed she is a miracle of perfection ; 
Nature hath prodigally bestowed upon her 
All her rich gifts. She is so fine a virgin, 
That I should wrong her to describe her jfarther. 
Health dares not be so rude as to forsake her, 
Nor sickness so uncivil to a])proach her. 

Car. You have delivered her to my amazement ; 
lUit I did always look that she would prove 
The glory of this province for her beauty. 

Ovid. But Armclina hath besides a soul, 
Keplenish'd so with goodness and all virtue, 
That, were it lodged in any other body, 
It would be lock'd up in a cabinet 
Too mean for such a precious jewel ! 

Car. Ovid, 

She is oblig d to you for the rich character 
You have bestowed upon her ! 

Ovid. You mistake me; 

I cannot speak her to her merit. You 
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Will think, when you shall see her, I have injur'd her; 
Her merits do so much exceed all language. 

Car. We two have from our childhood had a friend- 
ship, 
And she will grace me to continue it, 
If she be such an one as you have spoke her. 

Ovid, Ah, Caralinda ! I am grown too old 
To be a flatterer. 

Enter Armelina. 

Here she comes, and I 
Appeal to your own eyes to be my witness ! 
You grace me, Armelina, by this visit. 
You seem a deity, and bring a comfort 
To any place you honour with your presence. 

Arm. Duty obliges me to wait upon 
A person so renowned as Ovid is, — 
One banished from his friends and native country, 
And in his age confined to our poor city. 

Ovid. You have a charity equal to your beauty. 
This lady is my cousin, born at Sulmo,* 
The place of my nativity. You will honour me 
To favour her with your acquaintance, and, 
As you hereafter shall approve of her, 
With your fair friendship too. 

Arm. The generous Ovid 

New obligations lays upon me daily. 

Ovid. My kinswoman is your servant. Caralinda ! 
This lady is the excellent Armelina 
We were discoursing of, and I commending, — 
For who does otherwise that speaks of her 
Doth sin against the greatest truth on earth, — 
As she came in. 

Ann. Madam ! I kiss your hand, and am ambitious 
Of your acquaintance and affection. 
80 excellent a kinswoman of Ovid's 
Must find my best respects and truest love. 

* Now Sulinona, an ancient town of the Pcligni, ninety miles 
distant from R<^mo, said to have been founded by Solymui, a 
foUower of ^neas. 
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Car. Admirable Armelina ! you are of 
A goodness so immense, that you may cast 
Away of it on otliers an abundance, 
And not impoverisli yourself at all ! 

Arm. I wish 

Pont us had any person in it worthy 
To be a suitor to you for your love, 
That here you might be married, and fix. 
We would not lose such grace as you are mistress of, 
Now we have seen you once. Ovid, methinks, 
Should joy to have so great a comfort near him, 
And settled past the fear of removal. 

(Air. Madam, my stay may prove much longer than 
You do imagine. But let my occasions 
Prove how they can, you, with your courtesy, 
Have won so on me, that without your leave 
I'll not return. 

Arm. You are too gracious, and have so engag'd me, 
I know not what to speak or think. 

Orid. You saw, 

I will believe, in Rome, one Phoebianus, 
A gentleman of tliis countr}^ and this city? 

C((r. I saw him oft, and know him very well. 
For he was pleas'd to afford his fiiendship to me. 

Oi'id. When thinks he of returning] He stays 

Arm. I can imagine he is so discreet 
That he had rather live in the metropolis 
Of all the world, than in a solitude, 
Retir'd, in a manner, from the world, 
Upon the confines of the Empire here. 
And to that purpose he hath mighty reason, 
To choose himself, among the Koman ladies, 
A wife whose matchless beauty shall have power 
To fix him there for ever. 

Car. By your fair leave. 

Dear Armelina, I with confidence 
Dare say he shortly will be here. 

Arm. ^^^ly, pray you ? 

Can he escape the Roman killing beauties, 
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And slight so much his own full happiness 
As to return a bachelor to Tonios, 
And here take up with an inferior woman 
To l)e his wife ? He hath too much discretion 
To be found guilty of so great a weakness. 

Car. You are a stranger, it seems, to his affection — 
For he hath left his heart here. Divers times 
He hath told me he hath such a mistress here, 
That liome and all the world doth want her equal — 
That there is neither Caesar, king, nor tetrarch 
But would elect her rather for his wife 
Than be an Emperor of the universe, 
And have all mankind loyal subjects to him. 

Ovid. Who should that beauty l)e 1 

Arm. This province, sure, 

Hath none of so supreme an excellency 
As he to you hath intimated. Poets 
K«'port that love is blind ; and if he choose 
A wife in Pont us, after he hath seen 
Those glorious ladies in Tiberius' court. 
He will too late, by his exjierience, find 
That he in his own choice was also blind. 

Orid. Do you not know her name he so affects ? 

Arm. He is an handsome gentleman ; and if 
He comes not back debauched with the luxuries 
Of that proud city, nor infected with 
The vices of it, he is a personage 
Of eminent virtues. Such ho went from us ; 
And I shall hope he will come back untainted, 
And be an honour to his native country. 

Ovid. But still my curiosity is unsatisfied. 
What might her name l)e he doth celebrate 
With such encomiums ? 

Cur. Perhaps it might offend him if I should 
Keveal that secret. 

Orid. Do not think it ! I 

Believe, if he were here, and I requir'd it, 
He it from me would not conceal ; and I 
Dare pass my word the T^ady Armelina 
Will be as private in 't as you can wish. 
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Car. Madam, I easily will believe that you 
Care not at all to hear it. 

Arm, I dare not, in modesty, be so inquisitive. 
Ladies would have their loves conceal'd. 

Ovid, Sweet cousin ! 

Dear Caralinda ! tell us who it is ! 

Car, Sweet Armelina, I must needs obey I 
*Tis you that he affects. 

Arm, You jest with me, and he abuses me 
To make me the subject of his mirth. 

Car, Tm sure 

You are mistaken much ; he hath expressed 
Too great a love for you to be in jest. 

Arm, There may be other women of my name, 
For aught I know, in Tomos or in Pontus. 

Car, If you Clorina's sister are, 'tis you. 

Arm. You make me blush. A better choice I wish 
him. 

Car, Were all the beautiful ladies in the world 
Together, and among them he might select 
Freely which he should please, 1 know the vehemency 
Of liis passion such, he would take you. 
And you are of an excellency so unparalleFd, 
That he would wrong his judgment if he should 
Err into any other clioice. 

Arm. You compliment too much ; you flatter me. 

Ovid, You do an injury to your mighty merits ; 
Deserve the praise of all the world. 

Arm. Pray let us 

Discourse of something else. 

Ovid. Since you will have it so, 
Let us withdraw, and taste a glass 
Of Cretan wine. 

Car, Dedicate one health 

To Pha3bianus, and his speedy return ! [Exeunt omnes. 
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Scene ii. 
Enter Dacus, Cypassis, and Spinella. 

Doc. Now we are friends again 1 

Cf/p, All very good friends. 

iMc. Spinella, too, will smile upon mel 

Spin, Laugh at you also, when you deserve it 

Doc. My wonderful old mother ! Dear Cypassis, 
You are grown merrier of late, and it 
Becomes you well — makes you grow fat, and hold 
The relics of your beauty up together. 
If there be any woman in the world 
That doth remember the building of the Capitol, 
I dare pronounce 'tis you. I witm I had 
But as much money as you have spent in almanacs, 
lit'ckoning but one for a year, since you could 
Make use of them, and I should be as rich as 
A governor of a province, and have gold 
Enough to make daily high entertainments 
Of the best sweetmeats and rich Grecian wines 
For you and my Spinella, and maintain her 
In clothes beseeming one of Caesar's family. 

Cyp, Well, well, Cajitain Dacus ; for all you 
Make a jest at my age, you would 
Be very glad to live so long yoursel£ 

Spin. I think there is small reason to imagine 
He will arrive to such an antiquity ; 
His debaucheries will shorten his days. Besides, 
He is so quarrelsome, that 'tis a wonder 
That he hath liv'd till now. 

Dae, Pretty Spinella, you steer another course 
Are tame enough, as gentle as a cade,* 
And he that gives you money cannot injure you. 

Enter Hannibal, Cacala, ami Floretta. 

Spin, You prate, you prate ! 
Han, Is the meat ready yet ? 

• Cailc-lamb, a house-lamb ; hence applied to a pet child. 
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C(7A Whether it be or no, my stomach's ready for it. 

Cyp, It is ; but we must stay for Lord Bassanes. 

Han. Will he be here, Cypassis ? 

Ctjp. Yes ; and his friend Marullus. 

Han. The more the merrier, my reverent mother ! 

Cac. But the fewer the better cheer, I say. 

Dae. Jove save you, Captain Hannibal ! and Venus, 
Delicate Floretta, smile upon you always ! 

Han. Mars, Captain Dacus, be thy friend, and victory 
Sit on thy sword's point when thou go'st to battle. 

Cac. If victory be of any weight, he had better 
Carry him behind him on horseback through the field. 

Flin\ You look, Spinella, very well to-day — are 
neatly attir'd. 
You meet with wealthy servants, else you could 
Not go so richly clad. 

Spin. You we^ar as good clothes as I ; which makes 
me conclude that 
Captain Hannibal is of a wealthy fortune. 

Flor. His sword hath been his money. 'Tis it that hath 
PurcluisVl him an estate sufficient 
To live in nobler splendcnir than he doth ; 
But he's content without the noise of clients, 
And a retinue of many servants : Cacala 
Serves him for man, and me for maid. 

Dae. I wish Bassanes would appear ! Tis pity 
Good meat, out of a compliment, should be spoil'd. 

Spin. He is a i)erson of his word. 

Clip. And will 

Be suddenly here, I dare assure it. 

Cac. But how if he comes not this hour yet 1 

Cjip. We must stay for him. 

Cac. I would, then, I were a lord, and the better of 
the two ; that we might go to our meat presently, and 
he come at his ovm leisure, and sit down accordingly. 

Enter Bassanes and Marullus. 

Dae. Long look'd for comes at last ! 
Cijp. My Lord Bassanes, welcome ! Friend Marullus, 
Y' are welcome too ! 



OVID. 255 

Bos. You see I trouble you, Cypassis. Why 
Seems my Spinella discoutent ] 

Sjnn. Because 

She is not yours. You have forsaken me — 
I have not seen you many a day. 

Bas. I shall not hereafter be such a stranger to you. 

Mar. These wenches strange temptations are; yet 
sure, 
Clorina's l)cauties and the sacred knot 
Of Hymen will continue him in virtue. 

7Aw. Your daughter looks exceeding well, Cypassis ! 
She's mistress of a beauty so supreme, 
It is above the rage of time or sickness. 

Cifp. Venus l>e prais'd, she needs no art ! and never 
Head Ovid's poem of the skill of painting. 
She knows not what beloni^s unto a fucus* — 
Her face doth ever wear its native colours. 

Spin, Mother ! the very thought of the ingredients 
Of paint would i)owerfully deter me from it. 
I should be sick to daub my face with ointments 
Made of the spawn of snakes, spittle of Jews, 
And mire of infants ! 

Flor. Many gentlewomen 

Of good repute, and excellent features also, 
Have not so nice a stomach. 

Ct/]). I credit it ; 

And have known many, who use art themselves, 
Kail at it with so tine nn impudency, 
As if they did intend to win belief 
To paint they such aversion had, as they 
Scorn'd with it to adulterate thiar faces. 

Mar. You women no dissemblers are ! He that 
Can live without you is an ha])py man. 

Cue. In my opinion, you, Floretta, had 
Better Ixicome my wife, than thus continue 
A concubine to Captain Hannibal ! 

• Paint for the complexion, formerly much used by ladies, com- 
posed frequently of injurious mineral poisons : — 

'* Fucuses for ladies I '' 

— Strodf^s Ffoatlnfj Island. 
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Flor, I sliall inform him of your sauciness 
If you desist not from your suit. Know, Cacala, 
I scorn to be a M^fe to thee ! 

Cac. No more. 

You have more cause to scorn to be a whore. [Aside. 

Flor, What mutter you 1 

Cac, No matter of importance. I conceit 
Your conversations with the Captain hath 
IiLspir'd you with valour ! 

Fhir, Prithee, wherefore ? 

Cac Because you lead such an incontinent life, 
I think you do not fear the gods ! 

Fhyr. Ha done, 

Or I will make you fear my Hannibal's anger I 

Cup, Our nu*4it stays on us. 

Has. Mother, lead the way ! 

Give me your hand, Spinella ! 

Spin, And my heart ! 

[Exeunf, 

])ac. I fear Bassanes will renew his love. 
Could I win her affection, 1 would niarry her, 
An<l tiike her to Uonie out of his reach. She is 
Cypajisls only child, and they are rich. 
She may turn hmicst after she's a Avife ; 
However, money maki-s an happy life. [Exit. 



Scene in. 

Elder Akmelixa, sola. 

Aim. Ovid's fair cousin, Caralinda, hath 
Inspir'd a spirit of joy into me. Those 
Sweet words she told me of my Phoebianus 
Sunk i)lea,santly into my heart, and thence 
Disperse a comfort unto all my senses. 
Before he travell'd, he would often whisper 
Kind accents in my ears of his affection ; 
But, though I wish'd him well, I durst not give 
Too ea^y credit to his amorous tongue. 
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Yet from my cliildhood I have had a kindness 

For him, as he profess'd he had for me. 

His constancy my only comfort is, 

And I will pay witli my affection his. [Exit. 



Scene iv. 
Enter Bassanes and Dacus. 

B(fs. You should not l>e so angry ; he intended 
You no affront. He had heen drinking ere 
We came ; you saw he had as much as he 
Could bear. Come, therefore, in again ! shake hands, 
And still continue friends. 

J)ac. It must not he. 

Refuse my mistress' health] It is a crime 
Which nothing but his death shall expiate. 
His body goes to atoms for 't, and's soul 
Whither it plejuseth surly Charon to waft it. 
Have 1 been ever his continual friend — 
W^aited on all his worst extravaicances 
With my unwearied valour and my sword, 
And am I slighted thus ] I will rouse up 
The dreadful furies from infernal shades, 
To stigmatize him full of my revenge, — 
The huiting stai*s of his ingratitude. 
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Enter Marullus, Cyp.vssis, Hannibal, Cacala, 
Fluketta, and Spin ELLA. 

Ci/p. I'll have no quarrelling in my house ! You 
shall be friends ! 
He shall drink Spinella's health, and have no more. 

Cue. And you can hinder quarrels in a bawdy-house, 
you have more power than a constable. But if you 
force him to drink her health, let him have something 
more ; — have her too, though it be but to-night. 

Spin. Leave pimping, Cacala ; I have no need 
Of your assistance in this kind. Bassanes, 
Let me entreat that you would reconcile them ! 

K 
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I^ns. MaruUus, I conjure you by our friendship ! 
Ami, Cai^tain Dacu.s, he sliall have the bowl ! 

[Pointing to Marullus. 

Mar, You shall commaiul me. 

Spin. If you expect my favour, you must leave 
These humours. Are you friends ? 

iMc. I must obey you. 

Flor, Shake hands, and let us in again ! 

Cjiji. I need not of Clorina's health inquire ; 
She cannot but be well whom you aftect. 

Bas. Cypassis, this is a pretty compliment. 
She's free from sickness, and I will be careful 
To keep her clear from any vicious act. 

Cyp, Doubtless she's virtuous : trouble not your 
head 
With jealousy. 

JUis. I will be wise, old mother ! 

II an. Come, Captain ! 
We men of war are for the field, and there 
AVill be vict(n'ious. Let the woman here ! [Exeunt. 



Scene v. 

Enfcr Clorina ahovcj as in her cJmmher. 

Clor. I am locked in, and at it am amazM, 
But will conceal it from my servants while 
1 any excuse can find. It nee<ls must be 
^ly husbaiid, for he last was with me here. 
I did not hear him do 't, Imt in all likelihood 
'Twas he, when's mind did run on something else. 
I am so innocent, I should fear nothing ; 
And yet so timorous that I am in dread. 

Enter PviiONTUS and PliYLOCLES hehw. 

Pyrontus and his friend are come into 

The garden. Gracious Heaven ! divert him from 

The prosi^cution of his suit to me ! 

My troublesome thoughts have brought a drowsiness 
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Upon me : sleep shall entertain my time 

Until Biussanes conies and oi>es the door. 

I will not force the lock, because 1 am 

A stranger to the reason I'm made prisoner. 

Perhajis my husband knows some mortal danger 

Designed against me, and hath thus secur'd me 

Till his return. [lyUhdrawii. 

Pijr, My Phylocles, by all 

Tlie circumstances of our mighty friendship, 
I pray thee vex me with no more dissuiusiuns ! 
I cannot look u})on my ])a.ssion to 
The fair Clorina as a crime. If 'tis 
Offence on her to be enamour'd, sure 
All mankind that beholds her must l)e guilty. 

PJuiL You are so obstinate, my heart fon^tells me 
You will draw mischiefs on your head I For Heaven's 

sake, 
Consider on your friendship to Bassanes ! 
lieflect upon the contumely you 
Will bring upon you from the mouths of all 
For your unbridled ai)petite to the wife 
Of your ap]>roved frien<l, and for the breach 
Of sacred amity by such a crime ! 

Pijr. Y'our words you scatter in the wind to give 
Counsel to me ; my friendship must submit 
To my more powerful love ! 

Phijl. Noble P^Tontus, 

'Tis not too late yet to consult with reason ! 
Pray, give me leave to wait ui)on you home, 
Kouse your depressed virtue uj), and let 
Time, your own courage, and the gods' assistance 
Clear your brave mind from all these vicious flames ! 

Pifr. I will not leave the house till I have seen 
And si)oken with Clorina ! 

Phjfl. You have heard 

She is retir'd into her chamber, there 
Hath locked herself uj) ; and you may believe 
'Tis done to shun your courtship. Will you go? 

Pip'. I will not stir from hence till I have bless'd 
My eyes with the most glorious beams of hers ! 
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riiyl. 1 tlu'ii must take my leave. If I can do 
Xo ;:ood with mv eiitn-aties to mv frieud, 
Tlic world sliall not inflict their curses on me, 
As if that I coniiivM at his impieties I 
I prav V(»u coint' awav I 

Piir. All-powerful love 

llath charmed m<* fmm uhevin*^ vour commands ! 

rhjl. Fare\v«'ll, then ! but be wise, and follow me I 

[Erit Phvlocles. 

I'ljr. So let him go I I, uiidLsturb'd, may now 
Kiijoy my thouglits, and follow my own gemus ! 
She is not sick, and yet she keeps her chaml>er. 
And locks herself in, to my <;reater prejudice. 
That is the window to 't. Oh for the power 
Of Jove, t'fall on her in a irolden shower! 
^lercury ! thanks I The gardener hath left 
A ladder here. I'll rear it up, and venture 
Tiiereby to get a sight of her, and, if 
I elsewhere must not, there declare my grief! 

[7Av//-.v awi climbs up f/ie Imiiler. 
Tlie window open I — everything foretells 
IlM]»j)y success I SIk; lies u]>on her bed — 
Looks likt; Diana, toilecl with rural sjjorts ! 
Fortune hath thus far favoured m«', and I 
Will b}' her foretoj) hold, and venture in. 
Degenerate minds are known by fear, and fate 
Makes the audacious persons fortunate ! 
She sleeps I .Morpheus his heavy hand hath laid 
On tli(^ fair lids of her bright ('Ves ! I'll kiss 
Them op<*n, till those suns appear, 
And shall disperse those clouds ! 

CI or. My Lord Bassanes, 

You to Clorina are most welcome ever ! 
Alas, 1 am deceiv'd ! What s]»ectre 's this 
That haunts me in Pyrontus' shape? 

J'l/r. It is 

No airy apparition, Imt the wretched 
Pyrontus' self, who hath presum'd to steal 
lij)on your privacies ! 

Cl<n\ For Heaven's sake, go, and never see me more ! 
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Yourself you too much trouble, and exjmse 
Me, whether I will or no, to so much ignominy 
By this intrusion, that, should it be known, 
My reputation would bo overthrown ! 
For Heaven's sake, hence ! immediately retire. 
Without a word ! 

Pj/r, Have you no pity yet \ 
Clor. Have you no fjooflness, 

No care, and no respect for a poor woman — 
A married one — and your friend's wife 1 You gmls 
I)(»liver me in safety from this monst(»r ! 
Men have exil'd all piety from their hearts ; 
I must not hope for any succour from them ! 
Fie, fie, Pyrontus ! if you have not made 
A league witli hell and mischief, vanish straight. 
And purge your foul soul by sinc<^re repentance ! 

Pf^r. Are you of so supreme a beauty that 
It were profaneness to compare you to 
The fairest of wimiankind ] I think I may 
Say Venus' self «loth want of your i)erfections I 
An<l can you harl)our so severe a mind 
Within so rich a body? Oive a peri«)d 
To your long cruelty, ancl mercy show I 

Clor. You blast me with your words, study my ruin I 
Pf;r. Dearest Clorina, have a milder thought 
Of my immense affection ! In a body, 
By nature's lil)eral hand fram'd to wouder. 
Lodge not a soul for ev«T void of ]>ity ! 
Slight not my kneels, thus bow'<l to move a tenderness 
In your so h»ng inexorable heart ! 
Neither despise my U'ars, which thus I pour 
A sacrifice to your disdain. No longer 
Attire your heart in robes of savag<»uess — 
Armour impenetrably cold. Oh, mollify it 
With the remembrance of the assiduous service 
That I have paid you upon all occasions ! 

Enter Bassanks and MARULLrs heJoir. 

Bd'i. Marullus, I have j);vss'd my word to make 
This afternoon a visit to Spinella. 
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Mar. You will not so dif^courteous be, I know. 
Your friend Pyrontus, as I heard within, 
Is come to see you, and is in the garden. 
It seems he has retir'd into some of 
The solitary walks, being out of sight. 

Bas. Faithful MaruUus, I 's\'ill not conceal 
A thought from you that doth disturb my breast. 
He's to our friendship false — loves ray Clorina ! 
And, if he hath not yet, intends to tempt her 
By his lewd court.^hip to incontinent life. 
Because to-day I meant to go unto 
Cyj)assis' house, I've lock'd her in her chamber, 
To prevent him of his wild aims. 

Mar. I tliink 

I hear his voice in the next alley to us. 

J>a$. My wife is with him ; her tongue I'm well 
acquainted with. 

Mar. It seems they are together. 

JJa.'i. Here stands a ladder at her chamber 
window ! 
How came it hitln^r] Hark ! monstrous villany! 
He by it is got into her cliamber ! 
1 am betrayed, Marullus I — l)a8ely injured ! 
Forsaki? me not, my friend, in my adversity I 
licniove the ladder safelv, without noise. 
Watch here, Marullus, that he slides not down. 
And so esca]>es, and this base treachery 
By both of them be impudently denied ! 
So — so 'tis done without discovery : 
liay it down there, or anywhere. I now 
Will go and make a third in her lewtl lodging ! 

Mar. But, my best friend ! noble Bassanes ! let 
not 
A rash impatience move you to say 
Or to act anything unworthy you ! 

lias. You need not fear me ! [Exit, 

Mar. This is an accident so strange, I cannot 
Consider it without astonishment. 
If these the fruits of marriage l)e, high Heaven 
Be prais'd that I have liv'd a biichelor ! 
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Boast not henceforth, you women, of your wealths 
Or beauties ; or if you make no better proof, 
You bring an hell in dowry to your husbands. 

Bassanes nn Jocks iJie door above, and enters tliere, 

Clor, My husband's come ! Oh, you have ruin'd 
me ! — 
Work'd such a mischief that the gods will blush at it. 

Uas, Thou beast ! unworthy of the name of man — 
Much more unworthy of the name of friend ! 
Thy crime so great is, that I need not lose 
A minute in hearing lies for thy excuse ! [Kills hint. 
Die ! and go rinse in vain tliy so polhited 
Soul in the flaming stre^uus of Phlegcthon ! 

Pyr, Let my last words, for they are j>erfect truth, 
Find credit with you. Your Clorina's chaste 1 
I here surprised her when she was asleep ! 

Bus. He's sunk to hell ! Now, my lewd huswife, 
come ! 
I'll find another room for your disports ! 
Thy unclean l)ody shall no more infect 
My nuptial l)ed ! 

Clor. Protect, O gracious gods, my innocence ! 

Bas. Walk in, Marullus ! I have sutfer'd wrong, 
And this adul tress justice shall ere long ! 

[Exeunt omnes^ 



Act IV. — Scene i. 
Efiter Dacus aiul Sfinella. 

Dae. I tell thee, sweet Spinella, I adore thee ! — 
Have for thee a more generous atfection 
Than the greatest lord in all this province hatli. 

Sjiin. You mean Bassanes ? But, my doughty 
Caj>tain, 
He doth express his love in golden terms. 
Which I more value than a soldier s oaths. 
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Dae. He lovos you fur himself, and not for you ! 
Mine is a virtuous flame. 

Spin, Your dotage is 

Forgetful grown of what is past ! 

Dae, I fain 

Would marry you ! 

Spn. Dacus, I am too young I 

])ac. Why jests my pretty wanton so % 

Spin. Old women that love melancholy lives 
Are the first creatures to make slavish wives ! 

Dae. Have you so small esteem for holy marriage, 
And can you think it such a bondage 1 

Spin. Yes. 

Are not such yoked together, and oftentimes, 
Draw they not contrary ways, like dogs in couples ? 
The tugging at an oar in any galley 
Is as much Hberty as your matrimony ! 

Dae. Fie, pretty atheist ! Such profaneness quit. 
And take a hus])and — take thy Captain Dacus ! 
A man whose sword shall reap the Parthian fields, 
And bring thee in, by frequent victories, 
A large revenue, equal to thy wishes. 

Spin. My glorious-talking Captain, I shall not 
Be won with empty words ! 

Dae. Have you no care 

Of future bliss or bare ? 

Spin. Plato and Virgil he hath read,- — I smell him,— 
And courts me with their trim philosophy. 

Dae. As you resolve to live, you do not mean 
To serve the gods? 

Spin. There you come something near me ! 
But Venus is a goddess, and I shall 
Serve her ! But, Dacus, to be plain with you, 
I love a gaudy chariot and fine horses, 
Servants of all sorts in rich liveries, 
Delicious meats and wines, costly apparel, 
And jewels of the highest value ! I must 
Outglitter all the females of the province. 
Or I shall want my will ! 

Dae. And all this braverv 
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BaKsanes* wealth shall furnish you withal, 
You hope, as I suppose ? But, dear Spinella, 
Think of his marriage ! He hath now a wife 
Of great descent, who brought a fortune to him 
So vast, I want arithmetic to name it ! 
And she may look to be maintain'd at th* height 
Of all his meaiis, and then your hopes will prove 
Fleeting as shadows — vanish in the air ! 

Spin, Twit me not with his wedlock, for our crime 
Will now be greater, and he shall ])e brought 
To buy his pleiisure at a higher value. 

i^w/fT Hannibal, Cacala, awl Floretta,- the Iimmn 
Cajttdifiy his Mislnss^ and his SirvanL 

Dae. How fares it with my mighty man of war? 
Let us shake our victorious hands in peace, 
And j)ray to Mars to set the world in uproar ! 

Han. That timorous Princes may grow bountiful, 
C\)urt us to take employment on us, while 
Their luxuries they may securely follow ! 

iJac. Brave Captain Hannibal, such iron times 
Would be a golden age to us ! Shall we 
Together walk, and drink an health or two 
To all the sons of battle ? 

J Ian. I am for you. 

Spin. Then I'll retire, and keep my mother company. 
[Ex^init Hannibal, Dacus, and Spinella. 

Cac. Gentle Floretta, stay ! Let me not lose 
This opportunity to woo thy love ! 

Flor. Where learnt your folly those fine words ? 

Cac. Your eyes have taught me to express my heart ; 
They have infus'd a spirit of speech into me. 

Flor. You have been, certainly, with some pedagogue, 
And hired him to pen this courtship for you. 

Cac. I love thee ])etter than I love my captain. 

Flor. And I your caj)tain much above you affect. 

Cac. What delicate eyes you have ! I'll kiss them 
out. 
And wear them in my ears. 

Flor. You shall be hanged first ! 
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I'd rather scratch thy heart out with my nails, 
And stuff a cushion with \ 

Cac, To sit and fart upon 't, and keep it warm 1 
Tliou art a precious ro^iie, and I had rather 
Have thee to ]>e my wife than any damsel 
That Hves in tlie Suburra. Give me a wench 
In all the gamesome frailty of her youth — 
Ksi>ecially would she turn honest afterwards ! 

Flor, Thou talk'st at such a random, Cacala, 
That th' art a pastime to me. But why rather 
Wouldst thou elect a ])eauty broken up 
Than one that's sound ? 

C(jc. To tell you the plain truth, 
An honest woman is a bugbear to me; 
I never took delight in their acquaintance. 

Flor. Run after your master ; tell him I would 
speak with him ! 

Cac. I'll {)imp no more, but will henceforth grow 
honest. 

Flor. I doubt me, Cacala, thou hast of late 
Been troubled with scmie terrible dreams. Hast seen 
IMuto and his dark region in thy sleep ] 
What else should make thee talk of virtue 1 

Car. The goodwill, Floretta, that I bear to you 
Engages me to this discourse. I pray thee 
Take me unto thy husband, and we then 
AVill run away together, leave Captain Hannibal 
To his new fortune, and resolve, both of us, 
To lead our lives honestly for the future. 

Fltfr. Out, thou villain ! Turn traitor to a master 
So lil>eral to thee as my captain is ? 
But that I know he would frown thee to death, 
I would acquaint him with this parley. Amend, 
Or neither he nor I will be thy friend ! [Exit FlorettA- 

Cac. I know not what to make of this wench, and 
yet I would fain 
Make her my wife ; but I think I am a fool for my 

labour. 
She'll hohl her peace, I hope, — that's all my care, — 
And then to get her I will not despair. [Exit. 
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Scene i i. 



Enter Bassanes, Marullus, (uid Clorina, with 

Servants. 

Bus. So, place her in that chair, and to the sides 
Tie fast her arms. Keep her hands open thus ! 

[Here the Servants tie her fast, and fasten PvRONTUS 

heart in her hands. 
Thus — that she may not ch)se them or remove them ; 
And put her j>aramour's heart into them — so. 
Now, foul adultress ! thou may'st contemplate 
Of the affection it did bear thee once — 
] Reflect upon the mountain of thy sins, 
Which Iiath overwhelmed tlie fidse Pyrontus I Look ! 
Thou most libidinous woman, what a ruin 
Thy lust hath brou«;lit upon liim and thyself! 

( 'lor. I have at larj^e, calling the gods to witness 
That what I told swerv'd not a jot from truth, 
Kelated to you all the particuhirs 
Of liis unruly love, — that he surprised me — 
Oame in at my window whilst I was asleep ; 
With what an horror I was stricken at it 
When I perceiv'd 'twas he ; how I rail'd at him, 
Call'd him by the worst names that I could think 

on, 
Bade him begone for ever from my sight ; 
That I look'd on him as a basilisk. 
The niin of his honour and mine own ; 
That I would tell you of him, my Bassanes — 
Inform you what a devil's com[>any 
You kept i' th* likeness of a friend I Just gods ! 
Protect my innocency, and by some means 
Divine inspire these truths into his heart! 

Ba$. That wife who dares pollute the nuptial bed 
Is prodigal enough of vows and tears, 
To win l>elief from credulous persons she 
Hath done no wrong, when she hath done all the 
wrong. 
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Clor. Thrice happy are those souls that from the 
cares 
And slanders of this wicked age are free, 
Walk up and down Elysium in their thin 
And airy sul)stances, and have them so 
Transparent that their thoughts may all be seen ! 
Would mine were such ! O that the deities 
Would lend their eyes a while to you, that you 
Might search, Bassanes, every cranny of 
My heart! I do not know a thought I have 
I would conceal from you. 

Ba.^. Thou ha.st a soul 

So ulcerous, Clorina, that the prayers 
And vows of all the world can never cleanse it. 

Clor. Oh, the hard heart of unl)elie\4ng man ! 
Hapj>y you virgins that do stop your ears 
Against the charms of their bewitching tongues, 
And evermore continue in your cha-stity! 
I would to heaven I never had beheld 
H\Tiien to light his j>inel Have I bestow'd 
Myself on you to find such miseries 
1/nder your roof? I wish my parents had, 
As soon as I was born, expos'd me to 
lihv open fiflds, unto the cruelty 
Of the most savage beasts ; or, in a small 
Unguided boat, left me unto the fury 
Of an enraged sea. Would any mischief 
Had fallen uj)on me but this fatal marriage! 

Bd.^. Hearken, Marullus I Are vou not amaz'd 
To hear her sjjeak against our nuptials thus 1 
It is aj>parent that she doth repent her 
Of taking me, and wish'd she had Pyrontus. 

Mur. I pray you, hear her out. 

(J lor. How you mistake 

My meaning, my beloved and cruel husband ! 
I would it had been pleasing to the goda 
I never had been a wife to any! 
How fortunate a choice might you elsewhere 
Have found, these dire mischances miss'd, and I 
With mv ill fate have no man else infected. 
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Mar. My heart is big with sorrow at her words, 
And vents itself in this sad dew. 

Ba^. What are these tears for you do dry away 1 

Mar, I cannot choose but melt. 

Bas. You are too tender. 
Come ! we will leave her to contemplate here 
The horrid wickednesses she hath acted. 
If that all sense of honour hath not left thee, 
Clorina, die. It will be endless shame 
For thee to live after thou thus hast brought 
Perj)etual ignominy on my poor family. 

Mar. I pity her, Bjussanes — much commiserate 
Her 80 disastrous fate. She may be innocent ! 
I pray you think her so ! I hope she hi, 

Bas. Her reputation's gone, for ever lost : 
A sea of tears cannot wash off her guilt. 
'Tis so infectious, I am tainted with it. 
False woman, die ! Lost honour nev4»r more, 
By any means, admits of any cure. [Exeant. 

SCKNE III. 

Enter OviD, solus. 

Sure I was Ixjrn when all the glorious stars 
Were met in counsel to contrive a mischief 
Under {)retence of my loose youthful studies 
For the composing of my art of love. 
In my declining years, when I expected 
Fase and a quiet life, I was exil'd 
From Kome, and here confined, to end my days 
Among a people rude and almost })arbarous, 
Except a few of th' gentry and nobility — 
In a cold country, where fierce Jether pays. 
Through divers channels, a continual tribute 
Of his viist streams into the Euxine sea. 
And many have imagin'd Julia, 
Daughter of great Augustus, was too gracious 
And liberal of her amorous favours to me, 
Whicli caus'd him to inflict this punishment. 
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But, ere tliat Emperor left the world, he was 

Informed, for that particular, of my innocency. 

And was acquainted that, if I were faulty, 

It was an error in nie, not a crime ; 

For, if I e'er enjoy 'd lier, it was through 

Her craft, I taking her to be another. 

But he was too severe : that excellent princess 

He showed as little mercy to as me. 

Now al)out twenty years, in the small island 

Of Trimerus, near the Apulian shores, 

Confin'd by him, sh' hath led a tedious life. 

I must confess she had a generous kindness 

For me, and t(xik delight to read my poems ; 

But, by her letters and authentic witness, 

Clear'd me sufficiently from that reproach. 

And won thereby so much upon her father. 

That I had been repeal'd if he had liv'd. 

Since his decease, by divers messengers, 

Persons of noble rank and quality, 

And by her eloquent epistles, she hath 

For my return to Kome importun'd much 

The gTfat Tiberius, her too cniel husband ; 

But he that to a wife, who brought him all 

The universe in portion, shows no mercy, 

Will not redress my Mrongs. Here I must mourn 

Out all my life, and find my funeral urn. [Exit. 



Scene iv. 
Enter Hannibal ami Cacala. 

Ilan^ This Captain Dacus is a jovial blade; 
Doubtless a very valiant gentleman, 
And of an heart as liberal as the air. 
Cacala ! how lik'st thou him 1 

Cue. But so, so; yet 
I was well pleas'd to see him pay the reckoning. 
You are far from home, and Mistress Flore tta is 
As chargeable as a stable of running horse^s. 
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Ilan, It is grown sometliing late, and time to think 
Of our return unto our lodgin;j^s. Look I 
\Vhat*s that % 

\^Rqm\'^a man hanging on a gibbet. 

Cac, Sir, I see nothing. 

Han. Cast thy eyes 

That way. How now 1 what is 't hangs there 1 

Cac, Alas ! 'tis a poor fellow that was executed 
Two or three days ago. 

Ilan. He had ill fortune. 

Had he not better have followed Mars, and falKn 
In glorious battle, and his soul expir d 
Through many wounds, than ignominiously 
Thus sneak to death in nooso of paltry halter 1 

Cac. My Captain Hannilal talJcs evennore 
Of mighty battles, or Ids little whore. 

Han, What mutter you, sirrah I 

Cue, I, by your valour's leave, was saying, Captain, 
Yon man hangs in a pitiful cold comer; 
The north wind shakes his legs iis he were dancing. 
Of wine and women, and of all good meats, 
He hath for ever took his leava 

Han. I'm sorry for 's hard fate. Some lying people 
Rej>ort some of the dead have walk'd. If thou 
Canst such a piece of fine activity show, 
Come sup with me to-night ; thou shalt be w^elcome. 

\Sj)eaks to tlie hinged man. 

Cac. He bows his head. 

HaTU Hang his head ! 

Cac. He need not put himself to such unnecessary 
trouble ; 
He that small favour hath received already 
From some of 's smaller friends. 

Han. If th'art a good dead fellow, come, I say ! 
And sup with me to-night. 

i<pec. I'll come 1 

Cac. I think I heard him answer he would come. 

Han. Thou art so timorous, the echo of 
My voice deludes thee. 
Follow me, thou fearful puppy ! 



272 OVID. 

Cac, A dog 

His captainship makes of me. Sir, I shall 
Even tread upon your heels : I dare not stay 
Behind an inch. 

J fail. Come, then, for I fear nothing. 

Cac. By your leave, 
I dread the gallows mightily ; and a thief 
That can talk after he's dead is a terrible bugbear. 

[Exeunt, 

ScEXE V. 

Enter Armelina, Bassanes, and Marullus. 

j4rm. I'm come to wait upon you, brother, and 
To «ee how my dear sister, your Clorina, 
Enjoys her health. I found among your sen^ants 
A general son-ow as I ])assed along, 
An«l you, methinks, reflect distracted looks. 
What is the reason of this alteration 
Throughout your family] 

Bus. I am something troubled, 
And now not in condition for discourse. 

Ann. What is the matter, good Marullus 1 
Though I may suppose some business that hath fallen 
Athwart his expectation hath distemper'd 
His thoughts at present, yet I guess he is not 
Sick ; therefore my afflicted heart misgives me 
That my poor sister is not well. Kesolve me. 
Alas ! 1 see some malady hath taken her, 
And he, like a good husband, suff'ers with her, 
C4rieves for her want of health. Is it not so ? 

Bus. Sweet Armelina ! at this present leave me I 
I at another time will litter be 
To give you th' entertainment you deserve, 
According to the utmost of my power. 

Ar??i. The gods be with you ! My poor company 
Shall be no longer to you troublesome. 
I hope to And my sister in her chamber, 
And will ICO sit with her. 
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Bas. She is not there. 

Arm, Where is she, then 1 for I resolve to see her. 

Bas, She's not in case to give you entertainment, 
Or to receive a visit. 

Arm, Alas ! you strike me 

Almost as dead as I suspect she is. 
For Heaven's sake, teach me where to find her ! 

Bus. She is alive. 
I pray you let that satisfy, and leave us. 

Arm. Not for the world ! I will not leave the 
house 
Till I have seen and spoken with Clorina ! 

Bds. My dear Manillus, since this la<ly is 
So very importunate she'll not be diverted, 
Guide her, I pray you, to her sister ! 

Mar. I must obey you, and, fair -^Vrmelina, 
Shall wait upon you. 

Ajiri. Lead, and I follow you ! 

[Exeunt MaruLLUS and ArmeLINA- 

Bas. Now she will curse me, and tra<luce my name, 
Thouf^h, the ^ods know, her sister's in the blame ! 
He that refrains, for fear of women's tongues, 
To right himself, basely sulmiits to wrongs. [Exit. 



Scene vi. 

After a small supper set fuihj enter Hannibal and 

Cacala- 

Han, What ! is this all we're like to have 1 

Cac. So jdease your soldiership, renowned Caj)tain, 
This is even all ; and it nuiy serve the turn, 
Although 1 have an a{)i>etite as sharp 
As your victorious sword, great Ca])tain Hannibal ! 

flan. Where is Horetta, Cacala ] Go call her ! 
She will rail at this meal, and call me covetous ! 

Cac. I needs must say, her stomach never failed her; 
Though she's but little, she's a tall woman at a 
trencher ! 

s 
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Haru liun and call her ! 
Tell her the meat will he cold, and then 'tis spoiled, 

Cac. I may save that labour ; Mistress Spinella hath 
Invited her to .siij)i)er. 
They and Cypassis eat to-ni<;ht together. 

JIan. Will (Japtain Dacus he there ] 

Car. I think not, sir. 
I never knew Cy]»assis but an hungry ; 
She's not so bountiful as to invite 
Others to eat her meat up I 

JIan. IIow comes it, then, Floretta is their guest? 
Sit down, and be not troublesome ! you know 
I'd have it so. 

Cac. I thank your valour. I have some small suspicion 
Bassanes hatli a liking took to your 
Dear Damigella ; and Cypa,ssis must 
Court her, and tem])t her to his various lust ! 

Ilan. ]\Iay be so, Cacala ; let him take his chance. 
If he so lead, I'll foUow him the dance ! 
Then I will woo Spinella, and he shall 
J^atlier tln» spurious issue I shall get on her ! 
1 lark ! NonielKxly knocks ! Kise, and inform me who 
Is at tln' door. How, now ? What ! art thou deaf. 
And hcarest me not \ or dumb, because thou speak'st 

not \ 
An apoplexy, sure, hath seized u]H)n thee ! 
Sit down again and drink a glass of wine, 
]t will recover thee. Well done ! Now eat thy meat. 
Again there knocks scunebod}' at the door : 
Kise once luore, sirrah, and conduct them in ! 
J>egone, or I shall kick you to your duty ! 

[7/c opens the door, turns hack, and 
falls down as in a swoon. 
This idle rascal, sure, the falling sickness 
Hath got of late ! I nuist be at the charge, 
I fear, to send for a physician to him. 
I wonder who it is, for some}>ody knocks 
Again. It needs must be a stranger, else 
He sueh long compliment would not have showed. 
Still he knocks on ! 1 will go bring him in ! 



OVID. 275 

Enter Spectre. 

Your name, sir, and your pleasure ? 

Spec. My name Helvidius is. 

Han. You are a stranger 

UnknowTi to me ; I pray what is your business \ 

Spec. I come to sup witli you. 

llan. Though clad so meanly, 

You shall be welcome ! 

Spec. I am not so rude 

To press upon you uninvited, Captain ! 

H(in. Who should invite youl 

Spec. Sir, yourself ! 

Han. Tis strange 

I should forget it, then ! 

Spec. I come uidook'd for, noble Hannibal, 
But you did bid me to supper to-night. 

Han. My memory hath fail'd me. Where, Hel- 
vidius ? 

Spec. At the gibbet, by the city walls, 
Where I did hang in chains. 

Han. This is a courtesy deserves a welcome. 
You are most welcome, sir, and so believe it! 

Spec. You are my generous patron, and I thank you ! 

Han. Sit down, 1 pray ; sit down. So, 'tis well done ! 
Cacala ! Where's Cacala ] Give me a glass of wine. 
What ! on the floor still ? Rise, man ! 

Cac, I dare not stir nor breathe, sir. 

Han. He will not hurt you ! 

Spec. I shall not be so rude, where I find welcome, 
To do a mischief 

Han. Fill wine, sir ! Much good do you, and here's 
to you, — 
To your fair mistress' health, whether alive. 
Or your companion i' th' Elysian groves 1 

Spec. You much endear me. 

Han. Could I have thought you would have supp'd 
with me, 
You should have been much better treated. 
Sit down and eat, thou silly Cacala ! 
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Cac. I am very timorous. 

Han, His promise and my valour do protect thee ! 

Cac. This napkin, thus dispos'd under my hat, 
Shall keep my eyes off him. I'll eat like a lion, 
Because I sit in fear ; and after will 
Chew tlie cud, as some beasts do, to digest it. 

Spcr. (Jood fellow, I salute thee with this bowl. 

Car. I have no mind to drink yet ; my master 
Is tlie better i»led,i(er of such fancies. 

Han. You shall not refuse him. Off with it, Cacala! 
I'll conclude it I 

Spec, It has gone round. 

Cai>tain, your kindness hath so far obliged me. 
That I presume to crave a favour of you. 

Han. You shall command ! 

Spec. I pray you, dine with me to-morrow. 

Han. \o\\ jest ! 

Spec. I am in earnest ! Y^ou sludl be most welcome ! 

Han. Where? 

Spec. At the gibl)et. 

Han. I'll come. 

Cac. Now my belly's full, I cannot forbear 
To cast a slie«'p's eye at him. 

Oh ! oh ! — \L'r'u's ahnul, falls hachcard, afid, iinih his 
Injs under Die table, overthroivs it and ail 
iJiC meat. 

Spec. I tlumk you, generous Captain, and good 
night ! 

Han. Farewell, sir, and expect me as I promised! 

[Exit Spectre. 
liise, thou unmannerly beast, and let's to bed ! 

Cac. Good master, and thrice valiant Captain Han- 
nibal, 
See me in l)ed first, and asleep, I beseech you ! 
And let me have Mistress Floretta, for I dare not lie 
alone ! 

Han. Follow me, and undress me. 

Cac. Sir, I beseech you have a little patience ! 
Say that I sliall not lie alone to-night, 
And you will comfort me ! I otherwise 
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Shall be so weak with fear, I shall not be 
Able to pluck your stockings off I 

Han, Get whom 

Thou wilt to be thy bedfellow but Floretta, 
For her I cannot spare. 

Cac, Then, I entreat you, 

Let me lie in the same bed with you both 1 

Han. You must some other lodging find 1 

Cac. Is 't so 1 

Tlien I must old Cypassis try ; perhaps 
A bottle of strong water will prevail so far with her 
That she may give me leave to lie Avith her. 
And yet I had much rather 
Lie with my old grandmother or grandfather ! 

Han. 'Tis said she was a beauty in her youth. 

Cac. Sure no man can report it that hath seen it. 
For I believe her birth was in the days 
Of Lucius Brutus, who was Rome/s first consul 

[ExeaiU. 

SctlNE VII. 

Enter Marullits and Akmelina to C\.on\yiA, fasfewd 
in a chair, with the heart of Pykoxtus in her haiul. 

Arm. Y'ave made me such a t('rril)le relation 
Of his strange jealousy and his foul murder, 
And 's barbarous usage of your dear sweet self. 
That, my Clorina, I'm deficient 
Of hinguage to express my admiration 1 
But, my dull eyes, can you so long refrain 
From dissolution into showers of tears \ 
My heart is sure of stone, or it would l)reak 
At these effects of 's impious proceedings. 

Clor. Have ])atience, my best sister 1 'Tis enough 
For me to be so miserable^I would not 
My sufferings should beget a grief in you ! 

Arm. Then I more stupid were than savages — 
Than any beast in any wilderness, 
Or any fury in black hell itself 1 



278 OVID. 

CloT. Oh, Armelina, how am I beholding 
Unto you for your pity of my wrongs ! 
And yet I needs must grieve to see you thus 
Afflict yourself at the sad sense of them. 
But I beseech you to assume a courage 
Worthy our noble family, to o'ercome it. 
I shall but a few minutes longer trouble you 
With my unfortunate company ! I find 
My heart too weak to make resistance longer 
Against the impetuous storm of my vast injuries ; 
I find death stealing sensibly upon me. 

Arm. The heavens forbid ! 

Clor. Prayers come too late now to divert my fate. 
I pray you, therefore, good ^larullus, haste 
To my dear husband, and your faithful friend, 
Tell him I bee: but so much favour from him 
As I may breathe my soul out in his ])resence, 
And see him once again, and I shall die 
Contentedly, and pan Ion him my wrongs ! 

Mar. Madam, I tlo beseech you to have patience ! 
I will go for him, and have hope he will 
Be very shortly rcconcil'd unto you, 
For, from my soul, I pity your misfortunes ! 

[Exit Marullus. 

(lor. Slied no more tears ! You have, my Armelina, 
Spent too much of that precious dew already 
On poor unworthy me. 

Arm. You are, Clorina, my elder and 
My only sister, and can I perceive 
Your innocency persecutetl thus 
And seem an unconcerned spectator of itl 
It is impossible! Giv«? me leave, therefore, 
T' exj)ress all sorrr)w I am capable of. 
As tribute of my cordial affection 
To your so lovely, sweet, and injured person! 

Enter Bassanes ami Marullus. 

Clifr. Welcome, my too unkind though my dear 
husl)and ! 
To your Clorina ; welcome, my Bassanes ! 



i 
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My eyes grow dim, and I my heartstrings feel 

To crack. Your harsh suspicion of my loyalty, 

And so severe an usage of me, have 

Cut off my life in prime of all my youth. 

Here, with my parting breath, in presence of 

The gods, within the hearing of your friend Marullus 

And of my sister, I declare I die 

Free from all guilt, and never injured you. 

And so, fiircwell for ever ! Gods, 1 come ! 

Afford my innocency in heaven a room. [She dies 

Mar. She hath took leave of life! 

Ann. I did not think 

Her death had heen so near. 
Farewell for ever all content and pleasure ! 
Since she is gone, no thought of joy shall ever 
Possess my heart hereafter ; she that was 
My only happiness is banish'd from me. 
Look, monster of mankind ! this is a sight 
Only befits the eyes of such a villain. 
Here thou hast murder'd the most virtuous wife 
That ever Hynien knew, and one that was 
In her affection over fond of thee. 

Bas. Your passion makes you speak you know not 
what. 
Your sister injurM me in such high nature, 
That she hath justly brought upon herself 
The end that's come ujion her. 

Anif. Th' Anthro|X)phagians, that devour man's 
Hesh, 
Bv thee mav be instructed in worse cruelties. 

• « 

What hellish wretch but thv more hellish self 

Would thus have used a lady of her beauty? 

To fasten with strong wires, in a case of mail, 

A man's heart in his wife's own hand, and hyck her 

With chains into a chair fast, is a mischief 

None but Bassanes durst have done. What tyrant 

In history did ever act so ill ? 

Perillus was an innocent to thee ! 

The vengeance of high Jove hangs o'er thy head, 

To strike thee with his forked thunder dead ! 
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Bns. No husljand but a wittol would have sufferVl 
The prostitution of his wife. 

Arvi. You >lan(hT her — hasely belie her vnrtues! 
She to us all hath cleared herself. Marullus 
And I heard her relate the storv, — it was 
The saddest that di<l ever fidl from tongue, — 
Which she before had told thee all at large. 
She doted (»n th<*e to her death, and with 
Her last expiring' breath ])rotesttHl freely 
Her innoct-ney from thy imputed crime. 

llif!^. I care not what vou sav ; she was as foul 
In her ])ase actions as her face was fair ! 

Arm. Thou dost traduce inhumanly her Wrtue, 
And I believe forbad'st she should have meat. 

/A/>\ I did not tlunk of it, and therefore gave 
Forth no such order. 

Arm. If the lea^^t humanity 

Kemains yet in thee, let her be relcasM 
From these so barbarous bonds; this heart removed 
Out of her hand ; it, with Pyrontus' body, 
Delivered to his friends for sepulchre; 
And I will take care for the funeral rites 
Of sweet (Jlorina, my pm)r murder'd sister. 

7>V.N\ 'Twill ca.s«' nit' of some trouble and a charge. 
Therefore I will consent to that demand ; 
And the gods keep me from a second marriage ! 

Arm. Thou need'st not fear that ; thou canst not 
find a woman 
So lost to virtue and to luniour that 
Dare be a wife to such a bloody butcher! 
Sure there's no woman in the world so senseless 
And wicked as to give herself to thee. 
I'll tell thy story unto all I meet. 
And thy reproach shall ring through every street ! 

/?r^s•. Your 'larum may run on, whilst I'll declare 
To all the world how false you women are. 

[Exeunt omncs. 
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Act v. — ScENK i. 
Eider Ovid, Piiylocles, and Car^vlinda. 

Ovid. I am amazVl luiicli, and afflicted more, 
With the sad news you have imparted to us. 

Phijl. All my entreaties could not win him tlience ; 
And therefore, missing him too hmg from home, 
And knowing upon what design he stayed, 
I did inquire of Armelina, who 
^fade me the sad relation vou have heard. 
Oh, brave Pyrontus, 1 lament thy fate, 
That hast in love prov'd so unfortunate ! 

Car. It is so sad a story you have made us, 
That it draws tears from my eyes ! Though I was 
A stranger to their persons, my weak sex 
Allows me lilKTty to weep. A man 
Would not be tax'd of softness, to relent 
At so dej>lorable a history. 

rJiijL Madam, I am so far from blaming you 
For gracing with your tears their cruel fates. 
That my heart chides mine own eyes for not melting. 
Hell never plotted a worse tragedy, 
Nor ever did so great a lover hud 
So merciless a death as I^rd Pyrontus ; 
Neither did ever virtue and beauty meet 
So hideous a treatnuMit Jis Clorina. 

Ovid. Have you their bodies seen since they were 
dead ? 
Oh, Phylocles, if you those woeful objects 
Have look'd upon, you have beheld a sight 
More sad than ever Tomos was accus'd for ! 

rhijl. Alas ! I brouglit the heart and mangled 
bu<ly 
Of my dear friend Pyrontus to his house. 
And did attend the corpse of fair Clorhia 
To Armelina's palace ; where, alas ! 
No April shower ever fell so sweetly 
As she doth weep over her sister. 
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Car, A word with you, dear cousin Ovid. My eyes 
Are big witli tears, and my poor heart i.s h^aden 
With grief I Ath<Hisan<l showers cannot drain them ; 
And time wants years enough to wear away 
The sense and memorv of this woeful dav. 

Ovid, I must beseech you to have patience. 

Car. I have too much, dear Ovid ! much too 
much ! 
But I will all tlie fortitude collect 
Tliat my poor heart is capable of, and shall 
Suppress all signs exterior of grief. 
You know the fortune which Trafullus told me? 
I find it now points at me, and will therefore 
( io walk abroad. You are acquainted well 
With Phylocles ; I'll leave you with liim. 

OvkL 1 will attend upon you. 

Car, Bv no means. 

You are old and sickly, and I will not be 
So troublesome. 

Ochl. You shall not go alone ! 

Good Phylocles, my cousin Caralinda 
Is something iiidispos'd, and hath a mind 
To take the air abroad ; you will oblige me 
To bear her company. She is a stranger, 
Whicli is the cause 1 crave the trouble from you. 

yV////. Tin' noble Ovid may command me anything; 
But you confer much grace on me to give 
Me leave to wait upon a gallant lady 
Of so surpassing ex<'ellencies. 

Car, You coini»linient, sir, with me. 

Grid. Hen^ifter you may like better of her company 
When you are more acquahited with her. 
Beware, I pray you, what you do ! Take heed 

[Spmhs to Caralinda a^lde. 
You give not too much credit to predictions! 
Take heed your vengeance be not rash! Beware 
You bring not ruin on your flourishing youth ! 

Car. I will not play the Amazon, l)elieve it; 
And so, best poet, for a while farewell 1 

rhyL Your servant, generous Ovid ! 
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Oi'id. Sir, I am yours ! 

[Ex^iint Caralinda a7id Phylocles. 

love and jealousy ! what mighty power 
You mighty passions have o'er human hearts ! 
How you too often join within one breast, 
And joys that would aspire keep low supprest. 
To be enamoured on a beautiful object, 

As natural to us is as t' eat and drink ; 
But to suspect whom we affect's a crime, 
Declares a guiltiness within one's self — 
A want of merit ! Then a wise man should 
Make himself worthy of his mistress' love, 
Or never prosecute his amorous suit. 
A discreet lover, in a beauteous outside, 
Expects a mind ad(^rn'd with all the virtues, 
And holds it an impiety to think 
So rich a soul can ever stooj) to vice. 
Therefore the lover that is rightly bred 
Admits no jealous thoughts into his head. 

1 wish Bassanes had prov'd such, then he 
Might have enjoy'd a happy life on earth ; 
Too passionate Pyrontus then had liv'd, 

And in some time might have o'ercome himself; 

The admirable and innocent Clorina 

Had been alive ; this tragedy had never 

Been acted here, which will be famous ever. [Exit. 



Scene ir. 
Enter Bassanes (VifJ Marulias. 

Mar. If you would give me leave, as your known 
friend, 
AVhom you have long grac'd with your amity, 
To tell you freely my opinion, 
And no offence take it, I should tell you, 
Afy Lord Bassanes, I conceive you have 
Been much too rash in your proceedings. 

Etis. How ? 
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If such a thoii;«'ht rou harl)Our of my actions, 
I needs must tell Manillas that he thinks me 
Ouiltv of mv wife's bloo^l I Do not imaione 
Your friend asj>ers'd with such a crime. She was 
A pliant {»alace. to do h^r Wauty right, 
Where all the devils of lust inhabited- 

M'lr. I cannot tell ; but if one might give credit 
To her so often serious protestations, 
And to her vows utter'd with her last breath, 
She was an inn«>cent ! 

/>'7>. They that dare play 

So foul a '\ime value n(»t what thev sav. 

E/i'^r CaR.\LINDA 'UoJ PhYLOC'LES. 

AVhat ladv is that ? 

M'lr. I never Siiw her before. 

L>i.<. She is a miracle of such handsomeness, 
She can no other be but Venus' self. 

FJ(>/L Yonder* s the murderer of my Lord Pyrontus, 
And the ba.>e user of the best of women I 
Mv blood is all on lire at this encounter I 
Mv hilt seems loadstone, and mv hand of iron : 
I cannot keep it linger from my sword. 
A sudden veng«'ance he de>rrves, which shall 
Fall on him. At this j. resent Til revenge 
The slauL:ht»'r of mv friend, and the sad death 
Of his so barbarously al)usrd Clorina! 

C'ir. Dear Phylodes, forbear I 1 do conjure 
v<»u, 
Bv all the love vou bore unto P\Tontus, 
Suppress your ang^r for a while ; yet know, 
I wish him V)ut a .short reprieve, and hate him 
As much as you. He at a titter time 
Mav find his dt-stinv. Let it not be said 
He died i' the presence of a tender maid 1 

J*hiJ. I must obev you, madam. 

lJ'f,<. She is an object so extremely ra^ishing, 
I nnist speak to her. 

^f'^r. I had thought you had 

Done with that sex for ever] 
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Bos. I resolved so ; 

But beauty such a potent charm is known, 
Strongest resolutions it hath overthrown. 
Hail, female goddess ! or, if of womankind, 
Hail, rich epitome of all the beauty 
That ever yet in several women nature 
Itevealed to human eyes ! 

Car. Good Phylocles, 

Draw back a little ! I would find to what 
His fine words aim, and he will be more sparing, 
If y*are too near us, to express himself. 

Phf/L I will retire a little ; but beware 
His fiatteries win not on your heart ! 

Car. I warrant you. 

Jias. My friend Marullus, I beseech you walk 
aside. 

Mar. I shall, my lord, obey you. 
Good day to Phylocles ! Pray, shun me not, 
For I am much afflicted at the tragedies 
Bassanes' rage and jealousy have acted. 
I had no hand in them, and could I have 
Prevented them, they had not been performed. 

Car. You both provoke my wonder and my blushes. 
Become enamoured of a stranger ] — one 
You never saw before ] 

riujl. Marullus, he hath done such horrid acts, 
The gods can never punish hira enough. 

Bos. It doth become your beauty to work such 
wonders. 
Madam, I am one of the chiefest persons 
Of all this province, and have a heart to love you 
Above the expressions of a thousand tongues ! 

Car, Your name, sir, I beseech you? 

Bas. Tis Bassanes ! 

Car. What ! he that through his jealousy and fury 
Murder'd Pyrontus and his innocent wife ] 

B<is. You have been misinform'd. He did deserve 
The fate he found ; and her shame broke her heart ! 
I am the same Bassanes, but not guilty 
Of any crime : they in their deaths found justice. 
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Car, I've lie<ird too much of them already. 
But how can you, so fresh a widower, so soon 
Give entertainment to a second flame ? 

Bus. Your beauty, that can work such miracles, 
Is a sufficient reason. 

Car, I may prove 

The like sad destiny Clorina did, 
Should I become your wife. 

Bits. It is impossible ! 

You are an heaven where all the virtues meet, 
And therefore cannot be inconstant to 
Your wedlock vows. 

Car, I merit not, Bassanes, 

This favour at your hands. If I e'er wed, 
It shall be unto one of my ovrti country. 

Bas. Within a body furm'd to all perfection, 
That ever Hberal nature and the gods 
Could, can, or ever shall make up, fair stranger, 
Give not an entertainment to contempt 
Of your enslav'd Bassanes ; neither in 't 
Lod«;e thoughts disdainful, nor a heart of flint ! 

Car. 'Tis an astonishment in me to hear you 
To make so passionate discourse to me, 
Even one whose name you neither know, nor fortune ; 
I may be poor and vicious. 

Bas. Nothing but virtue 

Can in a body so beautiful inhabit. 
Vice dares not so presumptuous be as t* enter 
Under so fair a roof ; an<l y' are so rich 
In beauty, that I with more joy should marry you 
Than t' be saluted emperor of the world ! 

Car. You court me now, indeed. I have some 
business 
Of such concern, that at this time no longer 
1 can stay with you. 

Bas. But must you needs begone 1 

( 'ar. I must, in truth. 

Bas. When shall I, then, receive 

So great a blessing as t' enjoy a second time 
Your coveted company? 
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Car. Within tliis half hour, 

ril meet you here again. 

Bas. Y'ave raised me to 

A joy as great as Jove himself can know. 

Car. Come, generous Phylocles ; I will impart 
Our parley free to you, and accjuaint you 
With the whole cause why I entreated you 
To stifle your revenge, and to retard 
His death ; you shall know all my secret thoughts. 

Phyl. Sweet Caralin<la, you oblige me much ; 
I shall attend you anywhere. 

[Exeunt Caralinda ami Phylocles. 

Bas. Marullus, 

Cupid hath pointed all his shafts with the 
Fair beams of this bright lady's eyes. I am 
Become enamour'd on her to that height. 
That I must marry her or I shall die ! 

Mar. The heavens forbid ! 

Bas. Nay, rather, friend, may all the gods vouch- 
safe it ! 

Mar. You know not what she is ; she may be much 
Unworthy of such nuptials. 
Resist betimes ; physic toi» late is took, 
When sickness, through delay, is fixed at th' root. 

i>(/.s\ Surely she can 

No other be but Ovid's kinswoman, 
AMio, we have heard, so lately came to Tomos. 
I will presume her, then, of noble birth. 
That excellent poet is my worthy friend, 
And 1 may hope will easily be won 
T' assist me to attain her t^ mv wife. 
Methinks he should be glad to have his cousin 
Well matched here, — to l)e fix'd a constant comfort 
Both to his age and grief for his exilement. 

Mar. May the just powers divine turn all to the 
best ! 

Bas. If I obtain her to become my wife, 
A heaven on earth I shall enjoy this life ! [Exeunt. 
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Scene hi. 
Erdn Hannibal and Cacala- 

Cac, Sir, I entreat you, my too valiant Captain, 
To give me leave to return home ; I have 
No mind to such a fonnidable dinner. 

Han. What should' st thou fear] My keen vic- 
torious sword 
Carries spells strung enough to conjure down 
All the unruly fiends of Pluto's court ; 
Therefore, for shame, tiike courage ! Thou hadst 

wont 
To have a good stomach to thy meat ; and sure 
This gallant ghost will treat us very nobly. 

Car. I have an horror to such company, 
And had a thousand times much rather be 
With Mistress Floretta, and converse with her. 

Han. Thou talk'st so often of her, that I think 
Thou art in love with her. 

Car. I must confess 

I have sonit* smackering that way ; but the awe 
I stand in of vour indi;;nation 
Deters me from professing my respects. 
I wish your captainship would cast her off, 
And give me leave to make her my honest wife. 

Han. Thou talk'st imi)()ssi1)ilities, fool Cacala, 
To think to make an whore? an honest woman ! 
8uch an one W(»uld iuiletMl prove a strange wonder ; 
And he that six add to such an one be wed 
Might raise a mighty portion to himself 
By tiiking money for the sight of her. 

Vac. His tongue's no slander. [Aside, 

Han. Walk on ! we're almost there. 

Vac. Tm monstrously afraid ! 

Han. Fear nothing in my company but the marrj'ing 
Of an whore. 

Cac. I ever dreaded stories of hobgoblins, 
But evermore abhorred the sight of them. 
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Beseech you, therefore, Captain Ilannihal, 
Give me leave to go back. 

Han. Thou slialt not leave me. I will make thee 
valiant, 
And neither to fear men nor devils. 

Cue. Heaven bless me ! 

Ihui. A\ e shall have a brave dinner, without doubt. 

Car. Instead of a calf's head and glorious ])a(on, 
A skull half rotten of sonu; malefactor, 
Stolen from a neighbour gallows to his own ; 
And in the place of a brave side of venison, 
The salt haunch of some executed bawd ; 
And in the room of Gn^cian wines, the moisture 
That doth distil from their hangM putrified bodies. 
Sir, I will take my leave. 

ILui. Thou shalt go with me, 

And, when employment calls me forth again, 
I'll make thee my lii!utenant. We're almost there. 
Look you ! he is come down from oft* his gibbet ! 
'Tis the most courteous fellow that e'er died 
Wy scurvy halter. Would his judges were 
Truss'd up in 's place, and all the villanous jury 
That did condemn so brave a spark ! 

Enter SriXTRE. 

Spec. Welcome, thou noblest son of Mars ! 
Give me thy hand, thou servant to great Hannihal ! 
Vac, 1 wish you would excuse me the compliment. 
!Sj>rr. You need not fear me. 
11(111. Cacala, be courageous, and dread nothing ! 
My friend Helvidius will no hurt do to thee. 
Should Cerberus bark but at thee, with my sword 
I at one blow would cut off all his heads. 

[y/ tahh', Sf'f forf/t, C'lV, nd xnth a hhick li/nn 
cloth ; all iht> najiklns of flui same cohmr; the 
iivnt and d'lshs^ btttlcSy u'lnCy and all thin fj^ 
also. 
Spec. You sec your entertainment, and are both 
Most heartily welcome. liOt us sit and eat ! 

[Thejj all :<it doica and eat. 
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Car. I do not like tlie colour of this linen ; 
The meat ami wine and everything is black. 

t'^pec. 'Tis the sole colour us'd in Pluto's court 

Car. The nirat tastes well, thougL Though I ha<.l 
rather be 
At a jjiece of bread au<l ch«*ese at Madam CjT)assis*, 
I cannot choose but eat ; I tliink my fear 
Hath added to my hunger. 

Sjxc. Gallant Hannibal, 

I dedicate this bowl to thy Floretta. 

Han. Off with it, then, thou only worthy of 
The other world ! Here, Cacala, thou shalt pledge me I 

Car. I'll do my weak endeavour. 

JIan. I thank you, sir, and in requital drink 
To him or her you most affect. 

Sj^ec. Y'are noble. 

Friend Cacala, here*s to you I and you conclude it 

Cac. I dare not do otherwise. 

Ilan. Would you excuse my curiosity, sir ] 
I would inquire why you were executed! 

SjH'c. I'll satisfy you. The lords and gentry of 
This city Tonios gave order to a statuary 
To make the image of the poet Ovid 
Jn beaten massy gold, for the honour he 
Had done them by writing an excellent poem 
r the Getick language in Tiberius' praise. 
When it was ready to have been presented, 
I got into the house and stole it thence, 
Melted it privately, and ])ut it off 
By little parcels — spent it on wanton wenches 
And among boon companions. In my cups, 
Bragg'd on 't to two false brothers, who betrayed me. 

flan. I would they had been bom both dumb and 
fools ! 

SjKC. I pray you give me leave to be as free 
With you. Why were you banish'd and confinM I 

Han. A poor old woman, and a witch, a friend 
or mine, pretended an occasion to make use 
Of a live infant, ripp'd out of the belly 
Of 's mother ; and th* enchantment she was hammering 
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Was for my .service. I stole into a cottage 
That stood alone, where such a woman liv'd then ; 
Found her alone, and had so laid my plot 
That I might undisturbed proceed ; cut up 
Her belly, took her infant thence, and sew'd 
A cat up in the place. So she enjoin'd me. 
This simple sorceress, being for other 
Matters accused, and like to die, confess'd 
This prank. 

Spec, How chanc'd it you escap'd with lifi* ? 

Cac. M}' captain is the greatest villain that 
I ever heard of ! I will leave his service. 
Although I have oft been told of this before. 

Han. The favourite, all-powerful Sejanus, 
Did bring me off with life : I helped him to 
Floretta's maidenhead, for which good turn 
I also had some bags cramuKul with sesterces. 

Spec. You had good fortune to escape so well. 

Han. Some business calls me home. I give you 
thanks 
For this brave entertainment ; so, farew(;ll ! 

Spec. I pray you stay awhile ! you shall look on 
A little mjisque I have provided for you. 

Han. You nmch oblige me, and are over liberal 
Of your high favours to me. 

Enkr^ after very S(tltmn html viu.^iCy ^ACUS, Rhada- 
MANTHUS, and MiNOS, the Judges of Hell; Alecks 
TiSYPIloNE, and Meg.EKA, the Furies; and dance 
all together to low i/iusic. 

Spec, ^acus, Minos, and Rhadamaiithus, the three 
Judges in hell ! Tisy phone, Megaera, and A lee to. 
The Furies there, of equal number to them, 
Lead in a dance. 

Cac. Can devils ])e so merry 1 

But I had ever thought there had been rather 
Three thousand judges there than three ; I wonder 
Their number is so few. So of the Furies, 
For oft on earth one woman hath more in her. 

[The dance ended, this song follows. 
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Mo.-t liaj'py L? the liU-rtine, 

And of rnankiii"! the mo^t ingenious, 
Who from ^T^nve prH<»-pt< doth decline, 
And doth induL'e his jo\-ial genius! 
r)h, the joys, tlie joys, 
Tli^-y have that follow vice. 

Without any fear of the jxods ! 
Wliu frt^ely w.xste their trea.sure.s 
To punha.-e th«-m their pleasures, 
And are with the \'irtuous at odd;5 ! 

The atliei.st is the greatest fool, 

Who only aims to please his senses, 
Thinking in heaven no go<ls bear rule, 

And tipples, murrh.Ts, swears, and wenches. 
r)h, tli<' wo»s, th»* woes, 
Til at follow all those 

^^'ho wear out th«'ir lives in vice ! 
That swear, whore, kill, and drink. 
And n<'ver th<'m bethink, 

Till tliey fall into hell in a trice ! 
[Afhr tli*i Song is tmhd, iliey all seize on him, 
and carry Juin airmj. 
Han. Must I ]>e tlien Ix^trayed thus? False 
H<'lvidius ! 
And foolish Hannibal to tnist to spectres ! 

[Exeunt icith him, 
Sj'f'c. Away with him ! Down to the infernal shades 
Of gri<'fly Pluto's kingdom h?t him sink ! 
A fouler soul was never sren in hell, 
A\'here's witchcrafts, rapes, murders, and vicious life 
Will find a suitable endless punishment ! 

[The Spectre vanishes. 
Car. This was a teiTible sight indeed ! Heaven 
kecjp me 
l>ut in my wits till I can see Floretta, 
And I shall tell her such a tale as will 
Make her turn virtuous, if she hath not lost 
All love to th' powers divine, and fears no vengeance. 

[Exit, 
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Scene iv. 

Enter Bassanes, solium. 

Bos. I find myself half raised to happiness 
Already, after my so late affliction. 
The stranger lady's beauties triumph here, 
Within my heart. My hopes are fair enough 
That I shall win her to become my wife ; 
Then all my future days I shall esteem 
To be a lasting festival, and more 
To be priz'd by me than are all the feasts 
Observ'd the year through in our calendar. 

Enter PlKEBIANUS UUtl PlIYLOCLES. 

Phieb. I now have ma<le you well accpiainted with 
My person and my history, and have to you 
lieveal'd the reason why I did entreat 
You to for})ear Bassanes, when your rage 
Would fain have flung you on him. !Now you know 
The cause why I will meet him. Give me, therefore, 
Ixiave, noble Phylocles, to go alone ! 
1 fear him not at all, and sliall not have 
Any need of your kind assistance. 'Tis 
The will, sure, of the gods, that I should singly 
Encounter him. Therefore retire, my friend ! 
Near hereabouts you can conceal yourself. 
You within call may stay ; I shall have (piickly 
Despatch'd with him, and shall not fail then to 
Holla you back. See there ! he is a- walking, 
And waiting my approach ! 

Phj/L Y'^ou must command me. 
The gods be with you ! [PlIYLOCLES withdraws. 

riueb. Well met, Biissanes ! Ovid's kinswoman, 
Tlie stranger Caralinda, hath employed me 
To you, to make apology for her 
Not meeting you according to her promise. 
Why do you look so wistly on me 1 Do you 
Know me ? 
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]^'L<. I c^rrtiiiiilv have c^en your face 
Bf'forc — .-oiiK- ait •ration that I find 
»*v^me roar- of al»=fnce mii'ht liavt* made. Resolve me, 
I r,:,*v vo'i. .-ir : an^ vou not Plm-bianu?, 
I'Montj-' y..ui;_« r biot}:er, that have spent 
Tl^r^^^' rn* t«n;r v^-ar- abroail ? If v'are not he, 
I n*:-vf'r ?a'A" tv.o f ir« s so alike. 

y / " ''. I PiMil.iaiius am, and Caralinda, 
V\'ii<ii, y(,n so lately troiihled with your courtship. 
TliroiiL'li tli»' providence of the alniiglity gods 
I m't with tli^e in that di>!:aiise, and i)arted 
From tlice but to divert me of those clothes. 
And Itrini' my sword to our next parley. TLs needless 
To tell tliee more, and I have too much time 
Tntie<l away in this discourse. Pray draw 
\<A\Y swr.nl, for one of us nmst die ! 
Tlir>u traitorouslv and unawares didst murder 
]M}- brav(.- and hojM lul l>rother I Thou^^'h he lov'd 
( lorina. In* (h-.-erv'd lier better far 
Than thou — nev«^r att^-mpted \'iolence unto her, 
AtkI in a little time miirht have subdu'd 
Hi- too unruly iM--i«»n. Thou hast broke 
'i'hv ii.norciit l;nl\'> lieart ^nth usa;:es 
>Ab>r<* liorri«l than a Scythian ever practis'd : 
Therefore, uiih ss yf)U will die basely, draw! 

liiis. \()\\ are a glorious talker, fine young man, 
Put I shall ]tre.-ently allay yourjunde, 
And the fond confidence you seem to have 
In your own valour. 

rhu h. Lc-t us try your skill ! 

Ikis. Y' ave souglit your ruin by provoking me. 

[ThcyfigJiL 

J^ho.b. So ! Have you yet enough ] 

7>V/.s'. Oh ! you have slain me ! 
T liave received so home a thrust, I die 
Without another word ! [Bassanes dUs. 

Enkr Marullus. 

]'h(i h. Marullus, in an equal duel I 
Have kill'd your frien<l. Tlie gods did guide my sword ; 
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Justice was on my side. lie slew my brother, 
And I in Koman honour couUl do no less ; 
And to preserve my reputation clear 
Among the Getes, my countrymen, than to 
Figlit fairly with him. 

Mar, My mind misgave me some disastrous fate 
AVouKl overtake him for so foul a murder. 
Tliough I am grieved at liis sad death, I'm glad 
You are, my lord, retunied so safely home. 

riueb. You'll sec his body convey 'd unto his house? 

^far. I sliall ni»t fail. 

r/uelK The gods preserve you ! 

Mar. Farewell, brave Pluebianus ! 

J'Jueb, Friend Phylocles ! [Calls aJotul. 

rhyh I'm at your service, here ! 

riiah. Stay, and I'll come to you. \Exlt, 

Mar. Dniwnear, you that his servants are, ana bear 
This satl loatl to his palace. [Ej'ni/tt. 



Scene v. 

Enlcr Caitain Dacus, Cac^ala, Cvpassis, Floretta, 

and SriNELl^V- 

Cj/p. It was a lamentable spectacle 
We met withal as we came hither. 

J)ac. An usual one — a dead man ! 
We soldiers smile upon a thousand such. 

Ci/p. Ijassanes was an extraordinary person. 

J)ac. Ciesars and lords must die. 

Car. You talk of trifles. The stor}' T related you 
Of my master Captain Hannibal's being took away 

with devils 
Deserves to be call'd terrible indeed ! 
Hell broke? loose on him ; devils and devils' dams 
SeizM both upon him ! lie would fain have hung 
An arse, but no resistance could prevail. 
Away they hurried him, and left me in 
So great a fear 1 know not how I came home. 



i'.f') 'ATT'. 



/* '. T':.''i \ 'x< v>\'\ '1-. uxj m-j'.h of this alre*vlv, 
/" r. N'.r tr-.-iii tLv tvi.rje. I fear. 

* 

'.' • . <^].. :- .r :..- j-i-, MUtress FiOivtta ! fear 

'l^.V." }.'-»- 1 t'.'r 'i'-v!:- rli .'»v vou n<.>t >iich a trick ! 
'J" -Ml \\v\\')A-, ]'-*-*^*y "i^e. ar.'i marry me, 
P"'jr I 'io I'.vr :ii-»- a'MjVH womaukiiiJ. 
.Show t}iV>. It, tL*t» !ore. to me a kind woman. 

/''"/-. Tli'>u;j}i I am -ony my Hannibal L» peri^h*d 

I caiiiiot call Jjiin ba' k, and must some care 
Take of my- ]|' : and tL^nfon*, Cacala, 
I'll ])*• ti.y ^\ ii'-. -Ui his remaining goods 
Are oiii-. 

Cor. And I lia\ e sometliing, too, to trust 
In my own '.ountry. 

('>/;>. II< n's a match soon made up I 

/'/'//'. \\'.' wiil r*4urn to Kome. 

C'f . With all mv Ij^-art ! 

/>"'. And will my fair SpineHa prove as kind? 

>)'ifi. Now Lor.l Iia-.-an«'S is dead, I am content 
'ror«'ei\c Captain Da<u.s for my husband. 
Mother, I liojir of your allowance to it. 

f ''//>. And ynii shall have it. The gods grant you 

/>'/'•. IMv njoth<'r Cvpa>sis now indeed ! 

('>/j'. Vou kn^w her father. He was your country- 
man, 
And a fine gentleman wlien lieinlvome 
l)id marry m«* ; 1 else should never have l>een 
C'ontent t' have liv'd in so remote a province. 
1'lioiigh liis good nature and many losses at sea 
M('lt«'d awav most of his land, we have 
Silvt-r and gohl enough to make you live 
in plenty. 

J^'f. Mother, 1 kiss your reverend hand 
In gratitude. What my own means may prove 
Delicient in, my valour shall supply. 



V 
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Spin. We'll have no fighting nor any quarrelling ; 
I am for peace. Love hates the noise of war. 

Dae. You are too timorous. Grow as affectionate : 
For thus I print my soul uj)on thy lips. 

Cac. Let us go home, stMid for a [)riest of Hymen, 
And presently each couple on 's he married ! 

nines. Agreed ! agreed ! 

Cac. I dare not He alone to-night, for fear 
My Captain or his friends should give me a visit. 

S/'in. Was Haimibal a gentleman by birth ] 

J)a^\ My pretty one, 

Brave Hannibal, the famous Carthaginian, 
Who march'd like Mars even to the walls of Rome, 
And fought against that senate for the world's empire, 
In one of 's winter quarters at Salapia 
Obtained the affection of a beautiful lady 
Called Lsidora, and from them he was 
Descended lineally, as he lately tohl me. 

Spin. And is now 

Descended to the devil — we have heard how ! 

[Kxeunt omnes. 

Scene vi. 

Enter OviD, PncEniANrs, Phylocles, Akmelina, 

awl Servants. 

Plwh, ;^^y father, on his deathbed, did enjoin me, 
For education's sake, to stay so long. 
You grace me, excellent Armelina, much, 
After so long a trial to receive me. 

Arm. I nothing have worthy your acceptation 
But my reciprocal return of love. 

riiah. I kiss your hand for so immense a bounty. 
But why, my fairest, would you never honour 
My many letters with one single answer? 

Arm. I durst not, fearing among the Roman ladies 
You might have made a second choice, and then 
Have left me, blasted in my reputation. 

rhieh. I was too tnie, and you was too severe ! 



Arm. Bat wh»rre:<:re c* me tjZ so diszuisd ! and 
why 
Frf-m me woilJ you c :-ncraI y« '::rs*rl: I 

Just urion iLv d-:^ir.^re o^: •■: I:.'i>, 

Or.e of t:.*^r •'Lirf a-T •I'lT'^-r^ of u.r^ times, 

Ar.'i hari'^* i^* for'-t»-ll^.^' f ;tur»r fortunes, 

I m^ie frit'Lu« to Lini. ur.d ivccivr^i these verses : 

'• Ii»-tLim di-;_iil-'«i in woman's cloth»*s. and vou 
The Hiurd^irer of your friend sbail jay LLs due ! 
Obtain vour iiii-tress to Wcome vour bride, 
Aiid with her gain a world of wt-alth beside.'* 

OriJ. Ba^^-anes lil- death, and fair Clorina's wealth. 
Von lx:in;r }p r heir, add»'d to y«'nr givat portion, 
Confirm f'»r tnuh the sooth-avrr's predi-jtion. 

ylnn. And I a^^ain rmi-t thank vou for so bravelv 
Bev^n;_qng on Ba.-^ane-? his foul cruelties, 
liiit wliv, inv Ph'»;].»ianu>, would vou not 
I>i-<loH»: V"ur~elf to me ] 

P/tob. Vou are rny countr}'w<»man, and I fear'd 
Su doin;r I .-hould have broken my injunctions. 
liUt now, divinv.st lady, when shall I 
iie made so haj»f»y by your gracious self 
As to receive you for my bride ? 

ylrm. As soon 

As I can give some stint unto my tears ; 
After my sister's o]>sequies are past. 

J'huL Brav, listen ! What noise is that without? 
I think I hear a horn, and 'tis some post. 

£ntKr a BosT. 

J'lKfJj. From whence, my friend, come you ? 
J'o.^t. From Rome. 
J'/u/I. What news ] 

J*(fsL Fvc hitters for the famous poet Ovid. 
Olid. Deliver them ; I am that unfortunate man ! 

[Ovid breah open his letkrs and reads. 
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I am undone for ever ! — No more hope 

For my return must ever flatter me ! 

My wife writes to me, she hath us*d the utmost 

Of her endeavour, assisted by the chiefest 

Of both our friends, and of most power with Caesar, 

For my repeal, or but, at least, removal 

To a more temperate clime, and that th' are both 

Kefus'd her, and she enjoined perpetual silence 

In my behalf. Besides, my friend Gr»cinus, 

A Koman of high note, hath writ me word 

The gracious Princess tFulia, our great empress, 

And my best friend, is in Trimerus dead. 

One of these news were much too much to strike 

My poor and crazy body into my grave. 

But, joining both their jKjisonous stings together, 

I needs must to the world this truth impart, 

Tliat Ovid dies here of a broken heart ! [Dies. 

PhyJ. It was too sad a truth his last breath did 
Express, for he, alas, is dead indeed ! 

Ana, Death is too prodigal of his tragedies 
In this small city. I must spare from my 
Clorina*s fate one shower of tears, to shed 
Upon his grave ! 

Phyl, Not only we, but all the Getic nation 
Were worse than barbarous, paid we not that 

duty 
To excellent Ovid's infelicitous end. 

Arm, He was a most accomplished gentleman, 
A person afifable and sweet conditioned. 
And of the Koman poets the most ingenious. 

Phyl. He was in Italy at Sulmo born, 
A pleasant city within the territory 
Of the Peligui, and descended of 
Tlie ancient family of the Nasones, 
Who had preserv'd the dignity of Roman 
Knights from the first original of that order. 
r th' Asiatic wars he under Varro 
Had eminent command, and well discharged it, 
Who now, alas ! after seven years' exilement, 
Hopeless of a repeal, hath breath'd his last ! 
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Arm, Take up his noble body, and bear it gently 
To his own house ; we all will wait on it thither. 

Phceb. I'll have a stately monument erected 
Witliout our city walls, near the chief gate, 
To Ids fair memory, to declare the gratitude 
Of Tomos to him for the honour it 
lieceiv'd by his so lon^ abode among us ; 
Enclos'd in which, within a marble urn, 
Curiously wrought, his ashes shall for ever 
Remain in peace, an endless grace to Pontus 1 

riiyL No poet ever did more glory contribute 
Unto the Latin language than his pen. 
The soul of poetry feels a convulsion 
By his decease. He no superior knew 
In that sweet art, and w»is great Virgil's equal. 
His works have an eternity stamp'd on them — 
Do far exceed the Consul Cicero's verses 
And all the lines sacred Augustus ever 
Writ in a numerous strain — all the fine poems 
The darling of the people, the facetious 
And valiant Prince Ciesar Germanicus, 
Hath published with applause — and all such things, 
Though wrote by hands that were the spoil of kings. 

[Ovid's knly being rei/wvedf exeunt omnes. 
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Noblo and generous spectators, stay ! 
A word at parting, and then go your way. 
Our autlior is stol'n lience in mighty haste, 
Because he thought the house was overcast 
With clouds on every brow, and was in dread 
A storm wouhl else liave fallen upon his head. 
I am his friend, left purposely behind, 
T' inform him how liis fate proves — harsh or kind. 
Beseech you, ladies, smile ! Their general frown 
Portends the men will hiss our tragedy down. 
Command them clap their hands, for it is strange 
If men forbear wdien women bid them change. 
I thank you, ladies ! thank you, gentlemen I 
To-morrow you may be welcome here again ! 
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